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THE 


VISIONS  OF  BELLAY. 

1591. 


It  was  the  time,  when  Eest,  soft  sUding  downe 
From  heavens  liight  into  mens  heavy  eyes, 
In  the  foi-fietlidnes  of  sleepe  doth  drowne 
The  carefull  thoughts  of  mortall  miseries; 
Then  did  a  Giiost  before  mine  eyes  appeare, 
On  that  great  rivers  banck,  thatrunnes  by  Home; 
AVhieli,  calhng  me  by  name,  bad  me  to  reare 
My  lookes  to  heaven  whence  all  good  gifts  do  come. 
And  crying  lowd,  lo !  now  beholde  (quoth  hee) 
A>'hat  under  this  great  temple  placed  is  : 
Lo,  all  is  nought  but  tlying  vanitee  ! 
So  I,  that  know  this  worlds  inconstancies, 
Sith  onely  God  surmounts  all  times  decay, 
In  God  alone  my  conhdence  do  stay. 
VOL.  VII.  B 
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II. 


On  high  hills  top  I  saw  a  stately  frame. 
An  hundred  cubits  liigh  by  iust  assize. 
With  hundreth  pillours  fronting  faire  the  same. 
All  wrought  with  diamond  after  Dorick  wize : 
Nor  brick  nor  marble  was  the  wall  in  view. 
But  shining  christall,  which  from  top  to  base 
Out  of  her  womb  a  thousand  rayons  threw. 
One  hundred  steps  of  Afrike  golds  enchase  : 
Golde  was  the  parget ;  and  the  seeling  bright 
Did  shine  all  scaly  with  great  plates  of  golde ; 
The  tloore  of  iasp  and  emeraude  was  dight. 

0  worlds  vainesse  !    Whiles  thus  I  did  behold. 
An  earthquake  shooke  the  hill  from  lowest  seat. 
And  overthrew  this  frame  with  ruine  great. 

III. 

Then  did  a  sharped  spyre  of  diamond  bright. 
Ten  feete  each  way  in  square,  appeare  to  mee, 
lustly  proportion'd  up  unto  his  hight. 
So  far  as  archer  might  his  level  see : 
The  top  thereof  a  pot  did  seeme  to  beare. 
Made  of  the  mettall,  which  we  most  do  honour ; 
And  in  this  golden  vessel  couched  weare 
The  ashes  of  a  mightie  Emperour : 
Upon  foure  corners  of  the  base  were  pight. 
To  beare  the  frame,  foure  great  Lyons  of  gold ; 
A  worthy  tombe  for  such  a  worthy  wight. 
Alas  this  world  doth  nought  but  grievance  hold ! 

1  saw  a  tempest  from  the  heaven  descend, 
Which  this  brave  monument  with  flash  did  rend. 
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IV. 


I  saw  raysdo  u|)  on  yvorie  pillowes  tall, 
Whose  bases  won'  ot"  richest  niettalls  warke, 
The  chapters  alabhister,  the  fryses  christall. 
The  (loubh-  trout  ot"  a  triuinphall  arke  : 
On  each  side  piirtraiil  was  a  Victorie, 
Clad  like  a  Niniph,  that  winges  of  silver  weares, 
And  in  triumphant  chayre  was  set  on  hie, 
The  auncient  i^lory  of  the  lloniaine  Peares. 
No  Avorke  it  secin'd  of  earthly  craftsmans  wit, 
But  ratiier  wrought  by  his  owne  industry, 
That  thunder-dartes  for  love  his  syre  doth  fit. 
Let  nie  no  more  see  faire  tiling  under  sky, 
Sith  that  mine  eyes  have  scene  so  faire  a  sight 
AA'ith  sodain  fall  to  dust  consumed  quight. 


Then  was  the  faire  Dodonian  tree  far  seene, 
Upon  seaven  hills  to  spread  his  gladsome  gleame, 
And  concpierours  bedecked  with  his  greene. 
Along  the  bancks  of  the  Ausonian  strcame : 
There  many  an  auncient  trophee  was  addrest, 
And  many  a  spoyle,  and  many  a  goodly  show, 
Which  that  brave  races  greatnes  did  attest. 
That  whilonie  from  the  Troyan  blood  did  flow. 
Ravisht  1  M  as  so  rare  a  thing  to  vew ; 
When  lo!  a  barbarous  trouj)e  of  clownish  fone 
The  honour  of  these  noble  boughs  down  threw : 
ITiider  the  wedge  1  heard  the  tronck  to  grone ; 
And,  since,  I  saw  the  roote  in  great  disdaine 
A  twinne  of  forked  trees  send  forth  ajjaine. 
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VI. 

I  saw  a  Wolfe  under  a  rockie  cave 

Noursing-  two  wlielpes  ;  I  saw  her  litle  ones 

In  wanton  dalliance  the  teate  to  crave, 

While  she  her  neck  wreath'd  from  them  for  the 

nones : 
I  saw  her  raunge  abroad  to  seeke  her  food, 
And  roming  through  the  field  with  greedie  rage 
T'  embrew  her  teeth  and  clawes  with  lukewarm 

blood 
Of  the  small  heards,  her  thirst  for  to  asswage. 
I  saw  a  thousand  huntsmen,  which  descended 
Downe  from  the  mountaines  bordring  Lombardie, 
Thatwith  an  hundred  speares  her  flank  wide  rended. 
I  saw  her  on  the  plaine  outstretched  lie, 
ThroAving  out  thousand  throbs  in  her  owne  soyle; 
Soone  on  a  tree  uphang'd  I  saw  her  spoyle. 

VII. 

I  saw  the  Bird,  that  can  the  Sun  endure. 
With  feeble  wings  assay  to  mount  on  hight ; 
By  more  and  more  she  gan  her  wings  t'  assure. 
Following  th'  ensam])le  of  her  mothers  sight: 
I  saw  her  rise,  and  with  a  larger  flight 
To  pierce  the  cloudes,  and  with  wide  pinneons 
To  measure  the  most  haughtie  mountaines  hight, 
Untill  she  raught  the  gods  owne  mansions : 
There  was  she  lost;  when  suddaine  I  behelde. 
Where,  tumbling  through  the  ayre  in  fine  fold. 
All  flaming  downe  she  on  the  plaine  was  felde. 
And  soone  her  bodie  turn'd  to  ashes  colde. 
I  saw  the  foule,  that  doth  the  light  despise, 
Out  of  her  dust  like  to  a  worme  arise. 
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VIII. 

I  saw  a  river  swift,  wliose  fomy  billowcs 
Did  wash  the  ground-work  of  an  old  great  wall ; 
I  saw  it  cover'd  all  with  griessy  shadowcs, 
That  with  black  horror  did  the  ayre  apjiall : 
Thereout  a  strange  Jkast  with  seven  heads  arose, 
That  townes  and  castles  under  her  brest  did  coure, 
And  seeni'd  both  milder  beasts  and  fiercer  foes 
Alike  with  eqnull  ravine  to  devoure. 
jNIuch  was  1  mazde,  to  see  this  monsters  kinde 
In  hundred  formes  to  change  his  fearefull  hew ; 
AVhen  as  at  length  T  saw  the  wrathfull  winde, 
Which  blows  cold  storms,  burst  out  of  Scithian 
mew,  [thought. 

That  sperst  these  cloudes;    and,  in  so  short  as 
This  dreadfull  shape  was  vanished  to  nought. 

IX. 

Then  all  astoined  with  this  niightj'^  ghoast. 

An  hideous  bodie  big  and  strong  I  sawe. 

With  side-long  beard,  and  locks  down  hanging 

loast, 
Sterne  face,  and  front  full  of  Saturnlike  awe; 
AVho,  leaning  on  the  belly  of  a  pot, 
Pourd  foorth  a  water,  whose  out  gushing  flood 
Ran  bathing  all  the  creakie  shore  allot, 
AA' hereon  the  Troyan  prince  spilt  Turnus  blood  ; 
And  at  his  feete  a  bitch  wolfe  suck  did  yeeld 
To  two  youngbabes:  Ilisleftthe  Palme  tree  stout, 
His  right  hand  did  the  peacefuU  Olive  wield; 
And  head  with  Lawrell  garnisht  was  about. 
Sudden  both  Palme  and  Olive  fell  away, 
And  faire  greene  Lawrell  branch  did  quite  decay. 

b2 


JO  VISIONS  OF  BELLAY. 


Hard  by  a  rivers  side  a  Virgin  fairs, 

Polding  her  arines  to  heaven  with  thousand  throbs. 

And  outraging-  her  cheekes  and  golden  haire, 

To  falling  rivers  sound  thus  tun'd  her  sobs. 

"  Where  is  (quoth  she)  this  whilom  honoured  face  ? 

Where  the  great  glorie  and  the  auncient  praise. 

In  which  all  worlds  felicitie  had  place, 

"NA'hen  gods  and  men  my  honour  up  did  raise  ? 

Suffis'd  it  not  that  civill  warres  me  made 

The  whole  worlds  spoile,  but  that  this  Hydra  new. 

Of  hundred  Hercules  to  be  assaidc, 

With  seven  heads,  budding  monstrous  crimes  anew, 

So  many  Neroes  and  Caligulaes 

Out  of  these  crooked  shores  must  dayly  rayse  ?" 

XI. 

Upon  an  hill  a  bright  flame  I  did  see 
Waving  aloft  with  triple  point  to  skie, 
Which,  like  incense  of  precious  Cedar  tree, 
With  balmie  odours  fil'd  th'  ayre  farre  and  nie. 
A  Bird  all  white,  well  feathered  on  each  wing, 
Hereout  up  to  the  throne  of  gods  did  flie, 
And  all  the  way  most  pleasant  notes  did  sing, 
Whilst  in  the  smoake  she  unto  heaven  did  stie. 
Of  this  faire  fire  the  scattered  rayes  forth  threw 
On  everie  side  a  thousand  shining  beames : 
When  sudden  dropping  of  a  silver  dew 
(O  grievous  chance !)  gan  quench  those  precious 

flames ; 
That  it,  which  earst  so  pleasant  sent  did  yeld. 
Of  nothing  now  but  noyous  sulphure  sraeld. 
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XII. 

I  saw  a  spring-  out  of  a  locke  forth  rayle. 
As  cleare  as  Christali  gainst  the  sunnie  beames, 
The  bottome  yoallow,  hke  the  golden  grayle 
That  bright  Paetolus  waslieth  with  his  streamcs ; 
Tt  seem'd  that  Art  and  Nature  had  assenibhxl 
All  pleasure  there,  for  which  mans  hart  could  long; 
And  there  a  noyse  alluring  slcepe  soft  trembled, 
Of  manie  accords  more  sweete  than  Mermaids  song: 
The  seates  and  benches  shone  as  yvorie, 
And  hundred  Xymphes  sate  side  by  side  about; 
When  from  nigh  iiills,  with  iiideous  outcrie, 
A  troupe  of  Satyres  in  the  place  did  rout. 
Which  w  ith  their  villeine  feete  the  streame  did  ray, 
Threw  down  the  seats,  and  drove  the  Nymphs 
away. 

XIII. 

Much  richer  then  that  vessel!  seem'd  to  bee, 
Which  did  to  that  sad  Florentine  appeare, 
Casting  mine  eyes  farre  ofi",  1  chaunst  to  see 
Upon  the  Latine  Coast  herselfe  to  reare : 
But  suddenly  arose  a  tempest  great. 
Bearing  close  en  vie  to  these  riches  rare, 
Which  gan  assaile  this  ship  with  dreadful!  threat, 
This  ship,  to  which  none  other  might  compare : 
And  finally  the  storme  impetuous 
Sunke  up  these  riches,  second  unto  none, 
Within  the  gulfe  of  greedie  Nereus. 
I  saw  both  ship  and  mariners  eacli  one. 
And  all  that  treasure  drowned  in  the  maine : 
But  I  the  ship  saw  after  raisd  againe. 
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XIV. 

Long  having  deeply  gron'd  these  Visions  sad, 
I  saw  a  Citie  like  unto  that  same, 
Which  saw  the  messenger  of  tidings  glad  ; 
But  that  on  sand  was  built  the  goodly  frame : 
It  seem'd  her  top  the  firmament  did  rayse, 
And,  no  lesse  rich  than  faire,  right  worthie  sure 
(If  ought  here  worthie)  of  immortall  dayes. 
Or  if  ought  under  heaven  might  firme  endure. 
Much  wondred  I  to  see  so  faire  a  wall : 
When  from  the  Northerne  coast  a  storme  arose. 
Which,  breathing  furie  from  his  inward  gall 
On  all  which  did  against  his  course  oppose, 
Into  a  clowde  of  dust  sperst  in  the  aire 
The  weake  foundations  of  this  Citie  faire. 

XV. 

At  length,  even  at  the  time,  when  Morpheus 
Most  trulie  doth  unto  our  eyes  appeare, 
Wearie  to  see  the  heavens  still  wavering  thus, 
I  saw  Typhoeus  sister  coraming  neare  ; 
Whose  head,  full  bravely  with  a  morion  hidd, 
Did  seeme  to  match  the  gods  in  maiestie. 
She,  by  a  rivers  bancke  that  swift  downe  slidd, 
Over  all  the  world  did  raise  a  Trophee  hie ; 
An  hundred  vanquisht  Kings  under  her  lay. 
With  amies  bound  at  their  backs  in  shamefull  wize ; 
Whilst  I  thus  mazed  was  with  great  affray, 
I  saw  the  heavens  in  warre  against  her  rize : 
Then  downe  she  stricken  fell  with  clap  of  thonder, 
That  with  great  noyse  I  wakte  in  sudden  wonder. 


THE 


VISIONS  OF  PETRARCH, 

FORMERLY  TRANSLATED. 
.  1591. 


Being  one  day  at  my  window  all  alone. 
So  manie  strange  things  happened  me  to  see, 
As  much  it  grieveth  me  to  tliinke  thereon. 
At  ray  right  hand  a  Hynde  appeard  to  mee. 
So  faire  as  mote  the  greatest  god  delite ; 
Two  eager  dogs  did  her  pursue  in  chace. 
Of  which  the  one  was  blacke,  the  other  white: 
AVith  deadly  force  so  in  their  cruell  race 
They  pincht  the  haunches  of  that  gentle  beast. 
That  at  the  last,  and  in  short  time,  I  spide. 
Under  a  rocke,  where  she  alas,  opprest, 
Fell  to  the  ground,  and  there  untimely  dide. 
Cruell  death  vanquishing  so  noble  beautie. 
Oft  makes  me  wayle  so  hard  a  destenie. 
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II. 

After,  at  sea  a  tall  ship  did  appeare. 

Made  all  of  heben  and  white  yvorie ; 

The  sailes  of  golde,  of  silke  the  tackle  were: 

Milde  was  the  winde,  calme  seem'd  the  sea  to  bee, 

Tlie  skie  eachwhere  did  show  full  bright  and  faire  : 

With  rich  treasures  this  gay  ship  fraighted  was : 

But  sudden  stornie  did  so  turmoyle  the  aire. 

And  tumbled  up  the  sea,  that  she  (alas) 

Strake  on  a  rock,  that  under  water  lay, 

And  perished  past  all  rccoverie. 

O  !  how  great  ruth,  and  sorrowfuU  assay. 

Doth  vex  my  spirite  with  perplexitie. 

Thus  in  a  moment  to  see  lost,  and  drown  d, 

So  great  riches,  as  like  cannot  be  found. 

in. 

The  heavenly  branches  did  I  see  arise 
Out  of  the  fresh  and  lustie  lawrell  tree. 
Amidst  the  yong  greene  wood  of  Paradise ; 
Some  noble  plant  I  thought  my  selfe  to  see: 
Such  store  of  birds  therein  yshrowded  were, 
Chaunting  in  shade  their  sundrie  melodic. 
That  with  their  sweetnes  1  was  ravish't  nere. 
While  on  this  lawrell  fixed  was  mine  eie. 
The  skie  gan  everie  where  to  overcast. 
And  darkned  was  the  welkin  all  about. 
When  sudden  flash  of  heavens  fire  out  brast. 
And  rent  this  royall  tree  quite  by  the  roote  ; 
Which  makes  me  much  and  ever  to  complaine ; 
For  no  such  shadow  shalbe  had  againe. 


VISIONS  OF  PETRARCH.  li 

IV. 

Within  this  wood,  out  of  a  locke  did  rise 

A  spring  of  water,  mildly  niniljling  downe, 

Whereto  approched  not  in  anio  wise 

The  homely  shepheard,  nor  the  ruder  clowne  ; 

But  nianie  Muses,  and  the  Nymphes  withall. 

That  sweetly  in  accord  did  tune  their  voyce 

To  the  soft  sounding  of  the  waters  fall ; 

That  my  glad  hart  thereat  did  much  reioyce. 

But,  while  herein  1  tooke  my  chiefe  delight, 

1  saw  (alas)  the  gaping  earth  devoure 

The  spring,  the  place,  and  all  cleane  out  of  sight ; 

Which  yet  aggreeves  my  hart  even  to  this  houre. 

And  wounds  my  soule  with  rufull  memorie. 

To  see  such  pleasures  gon  so  suddenly. 


I  saw  a  Phoenix  in  the  wood  alone. 
With  purple  wings,  and  crest  of  golden  hewe ; 
Strange  bird  he  was,  whereby  I  thought  anone, 
That  of  some  heavenly  wight  I  had  the  vewe  ; 
Untill  he  came  unto  the  broken  tree. 
And  to  the  spring,  that  late  devoured  was. 
What  say  I  more  ?  each  thing  at  last  we  see 
Doth  passe  away :  the  Phanix  there  alas. 
Spying  the  tree  destroid,  the  water  dride, 
Himselfe  smote  with  his  beake,  as  in  disdaine, 
And  so  foorthwith  in  great  despight  he  dide  ; 
That  yet  my  heart  burnes,  in  exceeding  painc. 
For  ruth  and  pitie  of  so  hapless  plight : 
O  !  let  mine  eyes  no  more  see  such  a  sight. 
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VI. 


At  last  so  faire  a  Ladie  did  I  spie, 
That  thinking  yet  on  her  1  burne  and  quake  ; 
On  hearbs  and  Howies  she  walked  pensively, 
IVIilde,  but  yet  love  she  proudly  did  forsake  : 
AA  hite  seeni'd  her  robes,  yet  woven  so  they  were. 
As  snow  and  golde  together  had  been  wrought : 
Above  the  wast  a  darke  clowde  shrouded  her, 
A  stinging  serpent  by  the  heele  her  caught; 
Wherewith  she  languisht  as  the  gathered  floure  ; 
And,  well  assur'd,  she  mounted  up  to  ioy. 
Alas,  on  earth  so  nothing  doth  endure, 
But  bitter  griefe  and  sorrowfuU  annoy  : 
Which  make  this  life  wretched  and  miserable. 
Tossed  with  stormes  of  fortune  variable. 

VII. 

When  I  beheld  this  tickle  trusties  state 
Of  vaine  worlds  glorie,  flitting  too  and  fro. 
And  mortall  men  tossed  by  troublous  fate 
In  restles  seas  of  wretchednes  and  woe; 
I  wish  I  might  this  wearie  life  forgoe. 
And  shortly  turne  unto  my  happie  rest, 
W^here  my  free  spirite  might  not  anie  moe 
Be  vext  with  sights,  that  doo  her  peace  molest. 
And  ye,  faire  Ladie,  in  whose  bounteous  brest 
All  heavenly  grace  and  vertue  shrined  is. 
When  ye  these  rythmes  doo  read,  and  vew  the  rest. 
Loath  this  base  world,  and  tliinke  of  heavens  blis ; 
And  though  ye  be  the  fairest  of  Gods  creatures. 
Yet  thinke,  that  Death  shall  spoyle  your  goodly 
features. 


DAPIINAIDA. 


AN  ELEGIE 

UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  NOBLE  AND  VERTIOIIS  DOUGLAS 
HOWARD,  DAUGHTER  AND  HEIRE  OE  HENRY  LORD  HOW- 
ARD, VISCOUNT  BVNDON,  AND  WIFE  OF  ARTHUR  GORGES, 
ESQUIER. 


TO  THE 

RIGHT  HONORABLE  AND  VERTUOUS  LADY, 

HELENA, 

MARQUESSE  OF  NORTH  HAMPTON. 

I  HAVE  the  rather  presumed  humbly  to  offer  unto 
your  Honour  the  dedication  of  this  httle  Poeme, 
for  that  the  noble  and  vertuous  gentlewoman  of 
whom  it  is  written,  was  by  match  neere  alied,  and 
in  aft'ection  greatly  devoted,  unto  your  Ladiship. 
The  occasion  why  I  wrote  tin;  same,  was  aswell 
the  great  good  fame  which  I  heard  of  her  de- 
ceassed,  as  the  particular  goodwill  which  I  bear 
unto  her  husband  iMaster  Arthur  Gorges,  a  lover 
of  learning  and  vertiie,  whose  house,  as  your  Ladi- 
ship by  marriage  hath  honoured,  so  doe  1  find  the 
name  of  them,  by  many  notable  records,  to  be  ot 
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great  antiquitie  in  this  realme,  and  such  as  have 
ever  borne  themselves  with  honourable  reputation 
to  the  world,  and  unspotted  loyaltie  to  their  prince 
and  countrey :  besides,  so  lineally  are  they  de- 
scended from  the  Howards,  as  that  the  Lady 
Anne  Howard,  eldest  daughter  to  John  Duke  of 
Norfolke,  was  wife  to  Sir  Edmund,  mother  to  Sir 
Edward,  and  grandmother  to  Sir  William  and  Sir 
Thomas  Gorges,  Knightes :  and  therefore  I  doe 
assure  my  selfe  that  no  due  honour  done  to  the 
White  Lyon,  but  will  be  most  gratefull  to  your 
Ladiship,  whose  husband  and  children  do  so 
neerely  participate  with  the  bloud  of  that  noble 
family.  So  in  all  dutie  I  recommend  this  Pam- 
phlet, and  the  good  acceptance  thereof,  to  your 
honourable  favour  and  protection.  London,  this 
first  of  lanuarie,  1591.  Your  Honours  humbly 
ever. 

ED.  SP. 
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What-RVER  man  he  bo  whose  hoavic  mynd. 
With  griete  of  luournetull  great  mishap  opprest, 
fit  matter  for  his  cares  increase  would  fynd. 
Let  reade  the  rufull  plaint  herein  exprest, 
Of  one,  I  weene,  the  wofulst  man  aUve, 
Even  sad  Alcyon,  whose  empierced  brest 
Sharpe  sorrowe  did  in  thousand  peeces  rive. 

But  whoso  else  in  pleasure  lindeth  sense, 
Or  in  this  \vretched  life  doeth  take  delight. 
Let  him  be  banisht  farre  away  from  hence  ; 
Ne  let  the  Sacred  Sisters  here  be  hight, 
Though  they  of  sorrowe  heavilie  can  sing ; 
For  even  their  heavie  song  would  breede  delight; 
But  here  no  tunes,  save  sobs,  and  grones,  shall  ring. 

In  stead  of  them,  and  their  sweet  harmonic, 
Let  those  three  Fatall  Sisters,  whose  sad  hands 
Doe  weave  the  direfuU  threeds  of  Destinie, 
And  in  their  wrath  break  off  the  vitall  l)ands. 
Approach  hereto;  and  let  the  drcadfull  Queene 
Of  Darknes  deepecome  from  the  Stygian  strands, 
And  grisly  ghosts,  to  heare  this  doleful!  teene. 
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In  gloomy  evening,  when  the  wearie  sun, 
After  his  dayes  long  labour  drew  to  rest, 
And  sweatie  steedes,  now  having  overrun 
The  compast  skie,  gan  water  in  the  west, 
I  walkt  abroad  to  breath  the  freshing  ayre 
In  open  fields,  whose  Howring  pride,  opprest 
With  early  frosts,  had  lost  their  beautie  faire. 

There  came  unto  my  mind  a  troublous  thought, 
Which  dayly  doth  my  weaker  wit  possesse, 
Ne  lets  it  rest  untill  it  forth  have  brought 
Her  long  borne  infant,  fruit  of  heavinesse. 
Which  she  conceived  hath  through  meditation 
Of  this  worlds  vainnesse  and  life's  wretchednesse. 
That  yet  my  soul  it  deepely  doth  empassion. 

So  as  I  muzed  on  the  miserie 
In  which  men  live,  and  I  of  many  most. 
Most  miserable  man ;  I  did  espie 
Where  towards  me  a  sory  wight  did  cost. 
Clad  all  in  black,  that  mourning  did  bewray, 
And  lacob  stafte  in  hand  devoutly  crost. 
Like  to  some  pilgrim  come  from  farre  away. 

His  carelesse  locks,  uncombed  and  unshorne. 
Hong  long  adowne,  and  beard  all  overgrowne. 
That  well  he  seemd  to  be  some  wight  forlorne : 
Downe  to  the  earth  his  hcavie  eyes  were  throwne, 
As  loathing  light ;  and  ever  as  he  went 
He  sighed  soft,  and  inly  deepe  did  grone. 
As  if  his  heart  in  peeces  would  have  rent. 
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Approaching-  nit>li,  his  i'uv.e  I  vewcd  nere, 
And  by  the  siniblunt  ot"  liis  coiiiitciiaimce 
Me  scenul  I  hud  his  person  seenu  elsewhere. 
Most  hke  Alcyon  seemiii;^  at  a  glaunce ; 
Alcyon  he,  the  ioUie  shepheard  swaine, 
That  wont  full  inerrilie  to  pipe  and  daunce, 
And  fill  with  pleasance  every  wood  and  plainc. 

Yet  halfe  in  doubt,  because  of  his  disguize, 
I  softlie  sayd,  Alcyon  !  There-withall 
He  lookt  aside  as  in  disdainefull  wise, 
Yet  stayed  not,  till  I  againe  did  call : 
Then,  turning  back,  he  saide,  with  hollow  sound, 
"  AVho  is  it  that  dooth  name  me,  wofull  thrall. 
The    wretchedst    man    that  treads   this    day  on 
ground  V — 

"  One,  w  horn  like  wofulnesse,  impressed  deepe, 
Hath  made  lit  mate  thy  wretched  case  to  heare. 
And  given  hke  caus(>  with  thee  to  waile  and  wepe; 
Griefe  fmds  some  ease  by  him  that  hke  does  beare. 
Then  stay,  Alcyon,  gentle  Shepheard!  stay, 
(Quoth  I)  till  thou  have  to  my  trustie  eare 
Committed  what  thee  dooth  so  ill  apay." 

"  Cease,  foolish  Man !"  (saide  he,  halfe  wrothfully) 
"  To  seeke  to  heare  that  which  cannot  be  told. 
For  the  huge  anguish,  which  doeth  multiply 
My  dying  paines,  no  tongue  can  well  unfold; 
Ne  doo  1  care  that  any  should  bemone 
INIy  hard  mishap,  or  any  weepc  that  would. 
But  seeke  alone  to  weep(>,  and  dye  alone." 

c'2 
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"  Then  be  it  so,"  quotli  J,  "  that  thou  art  bent 

To  die  alone,  iinpitied,  unpUiined  ; 

Yet,  ere  thou  die,  it  were  convenient 

To  tell  the  cause  which  thee  thereto  constrained, 

Least  that  the  world  thee  dead  accuse  of  guilt, 

And  say,  when  thou  of  none  shalt  be  maintained, 

That  thou  for  secret  crime  thy  blood  hast  spilt." 

*'  Who  life  does  loath,  and  longs  to  be  unbound 
From  the  strong  shackles  of  fraile  flesh,"  quoth  he, 
"  Nought  cares  at  all  what  they,  that  live  on 

ground, 
Deem  the  occasion  of  his  death  to  bee  ; 
Rather  desires  to  be  forgotten  quight, 
Than  question  made  of  his  calamitie  ; 
For  harts  deep  sorrow  hates  both  life  and  light. 

"  Yet  since  so  much  thou  seemst  to  rue  my  griefe. 
And  car'st  for  one  that  for  himselfe  cares  nought, 
(Sign  of  thy  love,  though  nought  for  my  reliefe. 
For  my  reliefe  exceedeth  living  thought ;) 
I  will  to  thee  this  heavie  case  relate : 
Then  harken  well  till  it  to  end  be  brought, 
For  never  didst  thou  heare  more  haplesse  fate. 

"  Whilome  I  usde  (as  thou  right  well  doest  know) 
My  little  flocke  on  westerne  downes  to  keep. 
Not  far  from  whence  Sabrinaes  streame  doth  flow, 
And  flowrie  bancks  with  silver  liquor  steepe  ; 
Nouglit  carde  I  then  for  worldly  change  or  chaunce, 
For  all  my  ioy  was  on  my  gentle  sheepe. 
And  to  my  pype  to  caroll  and  to  daunce. 
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"  It  there  befell,  as  I  the  fulds  did  range 
rearlcsseand  free,  a  fairo  young  Lionesse, 
M'hite  as  tli(!  native  rose  In-fore  the  chaunge 
Which  Venus  blood  did  in  lier  leaves  impresse, 
I  spied  playing  on  the  grassie  plaine 
Her  youthfull  sports  and  kindlie  wantonncsse, 
That  did  all  other  beasts  in  beaw  tie  staine. 

"  Much  was  I  moved  at  so  goodly  sight. 
Whose  like  before  mine  eye  had  seldome  scene, 
And  gan  to  cast  how  I  her  compasse  might, 
And  bring  to  hand  that  yet  had  never  beene : 
So  well  1  wrought  with  niildnes  and  with  paine, 
That  I  her  caught  disporting  on  the  greene, 
And  brought  away  fast  bound  with  silver  chaine. 

"  And  afterwardes  I  handled  her  so  fayre. 
That  though   by   kind   shee   stout   and   salvage 

were, 
For  being  borne  an  auncient  liions  hayre. 
And  of  the  race  that  all  wild  beastes  do  feare, 
Yet  I  her  fram'd,  and  wan  so  to  my  bent, 
That  shee  became  so  meeke  and  milde  of  cheare. 
As  the  least  lamb  in  all  my  Hock  that  went: 

"  For  shee  in  Held,  where-ever  I  did  wend. 
Would  wend  with  me,  and  waite  by  me  all  day; 
And  all  the  night  that  I  in  watch  did  spend. 
If  cause  requir'd,  or  els  in  sleepe,  if  nay, 
She  would  all  night  by  me  or  watch  or  sleepe  ; 
And  evermore  when  I  did  sleepe  or  play, 
She  of  my  flock  would  take  full  warie  keepe. 
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*'  Safe  then,  and  safest  were  my  sillie  sheepe, 
Ne  feai'd  the  wolfe,  ne  feai'd  the  wildest  beast, 
All  were  I  drown'd  in  carelesse  quiet  deepe : 
My  lovely  Lionesse  without  beheast 
So  carefuU  was  for  them,  and  for  my  good, 
That  when  I  waked,  neither  most  nor  least 
I  found  miscarried  or  in  plaine  or  wood. 

"   Oft   did  the  shepheards,  which  my   hap  did 

heare. 
And  oft  their  lasses,  which  my  luck  envyde, 
Daylie  resort  to  me  from  farre  and  neare. 
To  see  my  Lyonesse,  whose  praises  wyde 
Were  spred  abroad ;  and  when  her  worthinesse 
Much  greater  than  the  rude  report  they  tryde. 
They  her  did  praise,  and  my  good  fortune  blesse. 

"  Long  thus  I  ioyed  in  my  happinesse, 

And  well  did  hope  my  ioy  would  have  no  end ; 

But  oh  !  fond  Man  !  that  in  worlds  ficklenesse 

Reposedst  hope,  or  weenedst  her  thy  friend 

That  glories  most  in  mortall  miseries, 

And  daylie  doth  her  changefuU  counsels  bend 

To  make  new  matter  fit  for  tragedies ; 

"  For  whilest  I  was  thus  without  dread  or  dout, 
A  cruel  Satyre  with  his  murdrous  dart, 
Greedie  of  mischiefe,  ranging  all  about. 
Gave  her  the  fatall  wound  of  deadly  smart. 
And  reft  from  me  my  sweete  companion. 
And  reft  from  me  my  love,  my  life,  my  hart : 
My  Lyonesse  (ah,  woe  is  me  !)  is  gon! 
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*'  Out  of  tho  world  thus  was  she  roft  away, 
Out  of  the  worhl,  uuwoithy  sucli  a  spoyle. 
And  boiiK;  to  heaven,  for  heaven  a  fitter  pray; 
Much  fitter  then  the  Lyon,  wliich  witli  toyle 
Alcides  slew,  and  fixt  in  fimiainent; 
Her  now  1  seeke  throughout  this  earthly  soyle. 
And  seeking  misse,  and  missing  doe  lament," 

Therewith  he  gan  afresh  to  waile  and  weepe. 

That  I  for  pittie  of  his  heavie  plight 

Could  not  abstain  mine  eyes  with  teares  to  steepe  ; 

But,  when  1  saw  the  anguish  of  his  spright 

Some  deale  alaid,  I  him  hespake  againe  ; 

"  Certes,  Alcyon,  painfull  is  thy  plight, 

That  it  in  me  breeds  almost  equall  paine. 

"  Yet  doth  not  my  dull  wit  well  understand 

The  riddle  of  thy  loved  Lionesse  ; 

For  rare  it  seeraes  in  reason  to  be  skand, 

That  man,  who  doth  the  whole  worlds  rule  pos- 

sesse. 
Should  to  a  beast  his  noble  hart  erabase. 
And  be  the  vassall  of  his  vassalesse  ; 
Therefore  more  plain  areade  this  doubtfuU  case." 

Then  sighing  sore,  "  Daphne  thou  knew'st,"  quoth 

he, 
"  She  now  is  dead ;"  ne  more  endur'd  to  say. 
But  fell  to  ground  for  great  extremitie  ; 
That  1,  beholding  it,  with  deepe  dismay 
AVas  much  apald  ;  and,  lightly  him  uprearing, 
Revoked  life,  that  would  have  ded  away. 
All  were  my  selfe,  through  grief,  in  deadly  drearing. 


26  DAPHNAIDA. 

Then  gan  I  him  to  comfort  all  my  best, 

And  with  milde  connsaile  strove  to  mitigate 

The  stormie  passion  of  his  troubled  brest. 

But  he  therelDy  was  more  empassionate  ; 

As  stubborne  steed,  that  is  with  curb  restrained. 

Becomes  more  fierce  and  fervent  in  his  gate ; 

And,  breaking  foorth  at  last,  thus  dearnely  plained : 

I. 

"  What  man  henceforth  that  breatheth  vitall  aire 
Will  honour  Heaven,  or  heavenly  powers  adore, 
Which  so  uniustly  doth  their  iudgements  share 
Mongst  earthly  wights,  as  to  afflict  so  sore 
The  innocent,  as  those  which  do  transgresse. 
And  doe  not  spare  the  best  or  fairest,  more 
Than  worst  or  foulest,  but  doe  both  oppresse  ? 

"  If  this  be  right,  why  did  they  then  create 
The  world  so  faire,  sith  fairenesse  is  neglected  ? 
Or  why  be  they  themselves  immaculate. 
If  purest  things  be  not  by  them  respected  ? 
She  faire,  she  pure,  most  faire,  most  pure  she  was, 
Yet  was  by  them  as  thing  impure  reiected  ; 
Yet  she  in  purenesse  heaven  it  self  did  pas. 

"  In  purenesse  and  in  all  celestiall  grace, 
That  men  admire  in  goodly  womankind. 
She  did  excell,  and  seem'd  of  angels  race. 
Living  on  earth  like  angell  new  divinde, 
Adorn'd  with  wisedome  and  with  chastitie, 
And  all  the  dowries  of  a  noble  mind. 
Which  did  her  beautie  much  more  beautifie. 
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"  No  ap,o  liatli  l)R'»l  (since  t'aire  Astra-a  left 
The  siiilull  world)  more  vertue  in  a  wight ; 
And,  when  she  parted  hence,  with  her  she  reft 
Croat  hope,  and  robd  her  race  of  bounty  quight. 
AVell  may  the  shepheard  lasses  now  lament; 
For  double  losse  by  her  hath  on  them  light. 
To  loose  both  her  and  Ijounties  ornament. 

"  Ne  let  Elisa,  royall  shepheardesse. 

The  praises  of  my  parted  love  envy. 

For  sIh;  hath  praises  in  all  plenteousnesse 

Pow'rd  upon  her,  like  showers  of  Castaly, 

By  herowne  shepheard,  Colin,  herown  shepheard. 

That  her  with  heavenly  hymnes  doth  deitie. 

Of  rusticke  Muse  full  hardly  to  be  betterd. 

"  She  is  the  rose,  the  glory  of  the  day. 

And  mine  the  primrose  in  the  lowly  shade  : 

Mine,  ah  !  not  mine  ;  amisse  1  mine  did  say : 

Not  mine,  but  his,  uhich  mine  awhile  her  made  ; 

Mine  to  be  his,  with  him  to  live  for  ay. 

O  that  so  faire  a  flowre  so  soon  should  fade. 

And  through  untimely  tempest  fall  away  ! 

*'  She  fell  away  in  her  first  ages  spring, 

Whilst  yet  her  leafe  was  greene,  and  fresh  herrinde. 

And  whilst  her  braunch  faire  blossomes  foorth 

did  bring. 
She  fell  away  against  all  course  of  kinde. 
For  age  to  dye  is  right,  but  youth  is  wrong ; 
She  fell  away  like  fruit  blowne  down  ^vith  winde. 
Weepe,  Shepheard !  weepe,  to  make  my  undersong. 
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II. 
"  What  hart  so  stonie  hard  but  that  would  weepe. 
And  poure  forth  fountahies  of  incessant  teares  ? 
What  Timon  but  would  let  compassion  creepe 
Into  his  breast,  and  pierce  his  frosen  eares  ? 
In  stead  of  teares,  whose  brackish  bitter  well 
I  wasted  have,  my  heart  bloud  dropping  weares, 
To  think  to  ground  how  that  faire  blossome  fell. 

"  Yet  fell  she  not  as  one  enforst  to  dye, 
Ne  dyde  with  dread  and  grudging  discontent. 
But  as  one  toyld  with  travell  downe  doth  lye. 
So  lay  she  downe,  as  if  to  sleepe  she  went. 
And  closde  her  eyes  with  carelesse  quietnesse ; 
The  whiles  soft  Death  away  her  spirit  hent. 
And  soule  assoyld  from  sinfuU  fleshlinesse. 

"  Yet  ere  that  life  her  lodging  did  forsake. 
She,  all  resolv'd,  and  readie  to  remove. 
Calling  to  me  (ay  me  !)  this  wise  bespake ; 
'  Alcyon  !  ah,  my  first  and  latest  love ! 
Ah  !  why  does  my  Alcyon  weepe  and  mourne. 
And  grieve  my  ghost,  that  ill  mote  him  behove, 
As  if  to  me  had  chaunst  some  evill  tourne  ! 

*  I,  since  the  messenger  is  come  for  mee. 
That  summons  soules  unto  the  bridale  feast 
Of  his  great  Lord,  must  needs  depart  from  thee. 
And  straight  obay  his  soveraine  beheast ; 
Why  should  Alcyon  then  so  sore  lament 
That  I  from  miserie  shall  be  releast, 
And  freed  from  wretched  long  imprisonment ! 
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'  Our  (laics  are  full  of  dolour  au<l  disease, 
Our  life  alllictid  witli  incessant  painc, 
That  nousilit  on  rartli  niay  lessen  or  aj)|)ease  ; 
AVIiy  then  should  1  desire  here  to  reinaine  ! 
Or  why  should  he,  that  loves  me,  sorrie  bee 
For  my  deliverance,  or  at  all  complaine 
My  good  to  heare,  and  toward  ioyes  to  see  ! 

'  I  goe,  and  long,  desired  have  to  goe; 
I  goe  with  liladnesse  to  my  w  ished  rest, 
AVhercas  no  worlds  sad  care  nor  wasting  woe 
May  come,  their  happie  quiet  to  molest ; 
But  saints  and  angels  in  celestiall  thrones 
Eternally  Ilim  praise  that  hath  them  blest ; 
There  shall  1  be  amongst  those  blessed  ones. 

*  Yet,  ere  I  goe,  a  pledge  I  leave  with  thee 
Of  the  late  love  the  w  hich  betwixt  us  past, 
My  young  Ambrosia  ;  in  lieu  of  mee. 
Love  her ;  so  shall  our  love  for  ever  last. 
Thus,  Deare!  adieu,  whom  1  expect  ere  long.' — 
"  So  having  said,  away  she  softly  past: 
Weepe,  Shepheard !  w  eepe,  to  make  mine  under- 
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"  So  oft  as  I  record  those  piercing  words, 
Which  yet  are  deepe  engraven  in  my  brest. 
And  those  last  deadly  accents,  w  hich  like  swords 
Did  wound  my  heart,  and  rend  my  bleeding  chest. 
With  those  sweet  sugred  speeches  doe  compare. 
The  which  my  soul  first  conquerd  and  possest. 
The  first  beginners  of  my  endlesse  care  : 

VOL.  VII.  D 
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"  And  wlieii  those  pallid  cheekes  and  ashe  hew. 
In  which  sad  Death  his  pourtraiture  had  writ, 
And  when  those  hollow  eyes  and  deadly  view, 
On  which  the  cloud  ot"  ghastly  Night  did  sit, 
I  match   with  that   sweete   smile   and   chearful 

brow, 
T^liich  all  the  world  subdued  unto  it, 
How  happie  was  I  then,  and  wretched  now ! 

"  How  happie  was  I  when  I  saw  her  leade 
The  shepheards  daughters  dauncing  in  a  rownd ! 
How  trimly  would  she  trace  and  softly  tread 
The  tender  grasse,  with  rosye  garland  crownd  ! 
And,  when  she  list,  advaunce  her  heavenly  voyce. 
Both  Nymphes  and  Muses  nigh  she  made  astownd. 
And  flocks  and  shepheards  caused  to  reioyce. 

"  But  now,  ye  shepheard  Lasses  !  who  shall  lead 
Your  wandring  troupes,  or  sing  your  virelayes  ? 
Or  who  shall  dight  your  bowres,  sith  she  is  dead 
That  was  the  lady  of  your  holy-dayes  ? 
Let  now  your  blisse  be  turned  into  bale. 
And  into  plaints  convert  your  ioyous  playes. 
And  with  the  same  till  every  hill  and  dale. 

"  Let  bagpipe  never  more  be  heard  to  shrill. 
That  may  allure  the  senses  to  delight, 
Ne  ever  shepheard  sound  his  oaten  quill 
Unto  the  many  that  provoke  them  might 
To  idle  pleasance  ;  but  let  ghastlinesse 
And  drearie  horror  dim  the  chearfull  light. 
To  make  the  image  of  true  heavinesse : 
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"  Let  birds  bo  silent  on  tlic  naked  spray, 
And  shady  woods  resound  vvitli  (beailt'ull  yells; 
Let  streamin;^  floods  their  hastie  courses  stay. 
And  parchiii}^  drouth  drie  up  the  cristall  wells; 
Let  th'  earth  ix;  barren,  and  bring  toorth  no  flowres, 
And  th'ayre  be  tild  with  noyse  of  dolef'ull  knells, 
And  wandring  spirits  walke  untimely  howres. 

"  And  Nature,  nurse  of  every  living  thing. 
Let  rest  her  selfe  from  h(>r  long  wearinesse. 
And  cease  henceforth  things  kindly  forth  to  bring. 
But  hideous  monsters  full  of  uglinesse  ; 
For  she  it  is  that  hath  me  done  this  wrong. 
No  nurse,  but  stepdame,  cruell,  mercilesse. 
Weepe,Shepheard !  weepe,  to  make  my  undersong. 

IV. 

"  My  litle  JFlock,  whom  earst  I  lov'd  so  well, 
And  wont  to  feed  with  finest  grasse  that  grew, 
Feede  ye  hencefoorth  on  bitter  astrofell, 
And  stinking  smallage,  and  unsaverie  rew ; 
And,  when  your  mawes  are  with  those  weeds  cor- 
rupted, 
Be  ye  the  pray  of  wolves  ;  ne  will  I  rew 
That  with  your  carkasses  wild  beasts  be  glutted. 

"  Ne  worse  to  you,  my  sillie  Sheepe !  I  pray, 
Ne  sorer  vengeance  wish  on  you  to  fall 
Than  to  my  selfe,  for  whose  confusde  decay 
To  carelesse  Heavens  I  doo  daylie  call ; 
But  Heavens  refuse  to  heare  a  wretches  cry ; 
And  cruell  Death  doth  scorn  to  come  at  call. 
Or  graunt  his  boone  that  most  desires  to  dye. 
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"  The  good  and  rinhteous  he  away  doth  take, 
To  plague  th'  unrighteous  which  ahve  remaine ; 
l?ut  the  ungodly  ones  he  doth  forsake, 
JJy  living  long  to  multiidie  their  paine ; 
Else  surely  death  should  be  po  punishment. 
As  the  Great  ludge  at  tirst  did  it  ordaine, 
But  rather  riddance  from  long  languishment. 

"  Therefore,  my  Daphne  they  have  tane  away ; 
For  worthie  of  a  better  place  was  she  : 
But  me  unworthie  willed  here  to  stay, 
That  with  her  lacke  I  might  tormented  be. 
Sith  then  they  have  so  ordred,  I  will  pay 
Penance  to  her,  according  their  decree, 
And  to  her  ghost  doe  service  day  by  day. 

"  For  I  will  walke  this  wandring  pilgrimage, 
Throughout  the  world  from  one  to  other  find. 
And  in  affliction  waste  my  better  age : 
My  bread  shall  be  the  anguish  of  my  mynd. 
My   drink  the   teares   which  fro   mine  eyes   do 

raine. 
My  bed  the  ground  that  hardest  I  may  fynd ; 
So  will  I  wilfully  increase  my  paine. 

"  And  she,  my  love  that  was,  my  saint  that  is. 
When  she  beholds  from  her  celestiall  throne 
(In  which  shee  ioyeth  in  eternall  blis) 
My  bitter  penance,  will  my  case  bemone. 
And  pittie  me  that  living  thus  doo  die ; 
For  heavenly  spirits  have  compassion 
On  raortall  men,  and  rue  their  miserie. 
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"  So  wlicn  T  have  witli  sorrow  satisfyde 
Th'importuiu!  Fates,  whicli  vengeance  on  me  seeke. 
And  fl»'  Heavens  with  long  languor  pacityde, 
She,  tor  pure  pitie  of  my  suti'erance  meeke, 
AVill  send  for  me  ;  for  which  1  daily  long; 
And  will  till  then  my  painfull  penance  eeke. 
Weepe,  Shepheard !  weepe,  to  make  my  undersong. 


"  Henceforoth  I  hate  what  ever  Nature  made. 
And  in  her  workmanship  no  pleasure  finde, 
For  they  be  all  but  vaine,  and  quickly  fade ; 
So  soone  as  on  them  blowcs  the  northern  winde, 
They  tarrie  not,  but  flit  and  fall  away. 
Leaving  behind  them  nought  but  griefe  of  niindc. 
And  mocking  such  as  thinke  they  long  will  stay. 

"  I  hate  the  Heaven,  because  it  doth  withhould 

Me  from  my  love,  and  eke  my  love  from  me ; 

1  hate  the  earth,  because  it  is  the  mould 

Of  fleshly  slime  and  fraile  mortalitie ; 

I  hate  the  lire,  because  to  nought  it  flyes ; 

1  hate  the  ayre,  because  sighes  of  it  be ; 

1  hate  the  sea,  because  it  teares  supplyes. 

"  I  hate  the  day,  because  it  lendeth  light 
To  see  all  things,  and  not  my  love  to  see ; 
I  hate  the  darknesse  and  the  dreary  night, 
Because  they  breed  sad  balefulnesse  in  mee ; 
1  hate  all  times,  because,  all  times  doo  fly 
So  fast  away,  and  may  not  stayed  bee, 
But  as  a  speedie  post  that  passeth  by. 

d2 
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"  1  hate  to  speakc,  my  voyce  is  spent  with  crying ; 
1  hate  to  heare,  lowd  plaints  have  duld  «Jiine  eares ; 
I  hate  to  tast,  for  food  withholds  my  dying ; 
I  hate  to  see,  mine  eyes  are  dimd  with  teares ; 
I  hate  to  smell,  no  sweet  on  earth  is  left; 
I  hate  to  feele,  my  flesh  is  numbd  with  feares  : 
So  all  my  senses  from  me  are  bereft. 

"  I  hate  all  men,  and  shun  all  womankinde ; 
The  one,  because  as  I  they  wretched  are ; 
The  other,  for  because  I  doo  not  finde 
My  love  with  them,  that  wont  to  be  their  starre : 
And  life  I  hate,  because  it  will  not  last ; 
And  death  I  hate,  because  it  life  doth  raarre ; 
And  all  I  hate  that  is  to  come  or  past. 

"  So  all  the  world,  and  all  in  it  I  hate, 

Because  it  changeth  ever  to  and  fro, 

And  never  standeth  in  one  certaine  state. 

But,  still  unstedfast,  round  about  doth  goe 

Like  a  mill-wheele  in  midst  of  miserie. 

Driven  with  streames  of  wretchednesse  and  woe, 

That  dying  lives,  and  living  still  does  dye. 

"  So  doo  I  live,  so  doo  I  daylie  die, 
And  pine  away  in  selfe-consuming  paine  ! 
Sith  she  that  did  my  vitall  powres  supplie. 
And  feeble  spirits  in  their  force  maintaine. 
Is  fetcht  fro  me,  why  seeke  I  to  prolong 
My  wearie  daies  in  dolour  and  disdaine  ! 
Weepe,  Shepheard !  weepe,  to  make  my  undersong. 
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VI. 


Why  doo  I  longer  live  in  lifes  despight, 
A  lid  doo  not  dye  then  in  dospight  of  death ; 
AVhy  doo  I  longer  see  this  loatlisome  light 
And  doo  in  darknesse  not  abridge  my  breath, 
Sith  all  my  sorrow  should  have  end  thereby, 
And  cares  tinde  (|uiet!    Is  it  so  uneath 
To  leave  this  lite,  or  dolorous  to  dye  ? 

"  To  live  I  finde  it  deadly  dolorous. 
For  lite  drawes  care,  and  care  continuall  woe; 
Therefore  to  dye  must  needes  be  ioyeous. 
And  wishfuU  thing  this  sad  life  to  forgoe : 
But  I  must  stay ;  I  may  it  not  amend, 
]My  Daphne  hence  departing  bad  me  so ; 
She  bad  me  stay,  till  she  for  me  did  send. 

"  Yet,  whilest  I  in  this  wretched  vale  doo  stay. 
My  wearie  feete  shall  ever  wandring  be. 
That  still  I  may  be  readie  on  my  way 
"When  as  her  messenger  doth  come  for  me ; 
Ne  will  I  rest  my  feete  for  feeblenesse, 
Ne  will  I  rest  my  limraes  for  failtie, 
Ne  will  I  rest  mine  eyes  for  heavinesse. 

"  But,  as  the  mother  of  the  gods,  that  sought 

For  faire  Euridyce,  her  daughter  dere. 

Throughout  the  world,  with  wofuU  heavie  thought ; 

So  will  1  travell  whilest  1  tarrie  heere, 

Ne  will  1  lodge,  ne  will  I  ever  lin, 

Ne,  when  as  drouping  Titan  draweth  nere 

To  loose  his  teeme,  will  I  take  up  my  inne. 
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"  Ne  sleepe  (the  harbenger  of  wearie  wights) 
Shall  ever  lodge  upon  mine  eye-lids  more  ; 
Ne  shall  with  rest  refresh  my  fainting  sprights. 
Nor  failing  force  to  former  strength  restore : 
But  I  will  wake  and  sorrow  all  the  night 
With  Philuniene,  my  fortune  to  deplore  ; 
With  Philuniene,  the  partner  of  my  plight. 

"  And  ever  as  I  see  the  starre  to  fall. 
And  under  ground  to  goe  to  give  them  light 
Which  dwell  in  darknesse,  I  to  mind  will  call 
How  my  faire  starre  (that  shind  on  me  so  bright) 
Fell  sodainly  and  faded  under  ground ; 
Since  whose  departure,  day  is  turnd  to  night. 
And  night  without  a  Venus  starre  is  found. 

"  But  soon  as  Day  doth  shew  his  deawie  face, 
And  cals  foorth  men  unto  their  toylsome  trade, 
I  will  withdraw  me  to  some  darkesome  place. 
Or  some  dere  cave,  or  solitarie  shade ; 
There  will  I  sigh,  and  sorrow  all  day  long. 
And  the  huge  burden  of  my  cares  unlade. 
Weepe,  Shepheard !  weepe,  to  make  my  undersong. 

VII. 

"  Henceforth  mine  eyes  shall  never  more  behold 

Faire  thing  on  earth,  ne  feed  on  false  delight 

Of  ought  that  framed  is  of  mortall  mould, 

Sith  that  my  fairest  flower  is  faded  quight ; 

For  all  I  see  is  vaine  and  transitorie, 

Ne  will  be  held  in  any  stedfast  plight. 

But  in  a  moment  loose  their  grace  and  glorie. 
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"  And  ye,  fond  Men !    on  Fortunes  wheele  that 

ride, 
Or  in  oui^ht  under  heaven  repose  assurance, 
]3e  it  riches,  beautic,  or  honours  pride. 
Be  sure  that  they  shall  have  no  long  endurance. 
Hut  ere  ye  he  aware  will  flit  away ; 
For  nought  ot"  them  is  yours,  but  th'  only  usance 
Of  a  small  time,  which  none  ascertaine  may. 

"  And  ye,  true  Lovers !  whom  desastrous  chaunce 

Hath  farre  exiled  from  your  ladies  grace, 

To  mounie  in  sorrow  and  sad  sutteraunce, 

When  ye  doe  heare  me  in  that  desert  place 

Lamenting  loud  my  Daphnes  elegie, 

Helpe  me  to  waile  my  miserable  case. 

And  when  life  parts  vouchsafe  to  close  mine  eye. 

*'  And  ye,  more  happie  Lovers!  which  enioy 
The  presence  of  your  dearest  loves  delight. 
When  ye  doe  heare  my  sorrowful!  annoy. 
Yet  pittie  me  in  your  empassiond  spright. 
And  thinke  that  such  mishap,  as  chaunst  to  me. 
May  happen  unto  the  most  happiest  wight; 
For  all  mens  states  alike  unstedfast  be. 

"  And  ye,  my  fellow  Shepheards  !  which  do  feed 
Your  carelesse  flocks  on  hils  and  open  plaines, 
^Vith  better  fortune  than  did  me  succeed, 
Uemember  yet  my  undeserved  paines  ; 
And,  when  ye  heare,  that  [  am  dead  or  slaine. 
Lament  my  lot,  and  tell  your  fellow  swaines 
That  sad  Alcyon  dydc;  in  lifes  disdaine. 
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"  And,  ye  faire  Damsels  !  shepheards  deare  de- 
lights, 
That  with  your  loves  do  their  rude  hearts  possesse. 
When  as  my  hearse  shall  happen  to  your  sightes. 
Vouchsafe  to  deck  the  same  with  cyparesse ; 
And  ever  sprinckle  brackish  teares  among. 
In  pitie  of  my  undeserv'd  distresse, 
The  which,  I,  wretch,  endured  have  thus  lone. 

"  And  ye  poore  Pilgrims !  that  with  restlesse  toyle 
Wearie  your  selves  in  wandring  desart  wayes, 
Till  that  you  come  where  ye  your  vowes  assoyle. 
When  passing  by  ye  reade  these  wofuU  layes 
On  my  grave  written,  rue  my  Daphnes  wrong. 
And  mourne  for  me  that  languish  out  my  dayes. 
Cease,  Shepheard !  cease,  and  end  thy  undersong." 

Thus  when  he  ended  had  his  heavie  plaint. 
The  heaviest  plaint  that  ever  I  heard  sound. 
His  cheekes  wext  pale,  and  sprights  began  to  faint. 
As  if  againe  he  would  have  fallen  to  ground  ; 
Which  when  1  saw,  I,  stepping  to  him  light, 
Amooved  him  out  of  his  stonie  swound. 
And  gan  him  to  recomfort  as  I  might. 

But  he  no  waie  recomforted  would  be. 

Nor  suffer  solace  to  approach  him  nie. 

But  casting  up  a  sdeinfull  eie  at  me. 

That  in  his  traunce  I  would  not  let  him  lie, 

Did  rend  his  haire,  and  beat  his  blubbred  face. 

As  one  disposed  wilfullie  to  die. 

That  I  sore  griev'd  to  see  his  wretched  case. 
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Tlio  when  the  pang  was  somewhat  overpast. 

And  the  outragious  passion  nigh  appeased, 

I  liim  desyrde  sitii  daie  was  overcast. 

And  darke  night  last  approched,  to  be  pleased 

To  tnrne  asich'  unto  my  cabinet, 

And  staie  with  nic,  till  he  wore  better  eased 

Of  that  strong  stownd  which  him  so  sore  beset. 

Bnt  by  no  meanes  I  could  him  win  thereto, 
Ne  longer  him  intreate  with  me  to  staie. 
But  without  taking  leave  he  toorth  did  goe 
With  staggring  pace  and  dismall  looks  dismay, 
As  it"  that  Death  he  in  the  face  had  scene. 
Or  hellish  Hags  had  met  upon  the  way ; 
But  what  of  him  became  I  cannot  weene. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  WORTHY  AND  NOBLE  KNIGHT 

SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH, 

Cuptaine  of  her  Muieslies  Guard,  Lord  Wardeht  of  the  Slun- 
neries,  and  Lieutenant  of  the  Couiitie  of  Cornwall. 

SIR, 
That  you  may  see  that  1  am  not  alvvaies  ydle 
as  yee  tliinke,  though  not  greatly  well  occupied, 
nor  altogither  undutifull,  though  not  precisely  of- 
ficious, I  make  you  present  of  this  simple  Pas- 
torall,  unworthie  of  your  higher  conceipt  for  the 
meanesse  of  the  stile,  but  agreeing  with  the  truth 
in  circumstance  and  matter.  The  which  I  hum- 
bly beseech  you  to  accept  in  part  of  paiment  of 
the  infinite  debt,  in  which  I  acknowledge  my  selfe 
bounden  unto  you  for  your  singular  favours,  and 
sundrie  good  turnes,  shewed  to  me  at  my  late 
being  in  England ;  and  with  your  good  counte- 
nance protect  against  the  malice  of  evill  mouthes, 
which  are  alwaies  wide  open  to  carpe  at  and  mis- 
construe my  simple  meaning.  I  pray  continually 
for  your  happinesse.  From  my  house  of  Kilcol- 
man,  the  27.  of  December. 

1591.     [rather  perhaps  1595.] 

Yours  ever  humbly, 

ED.  SP. 
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The  shepheards  boy  (best  knowen  by  that  name) 

Tlmt  after  Tityrus  first  sung  liis  lay, 

Laies  of  sweet  love,  without  rebuke  or  blame, 

Sate  (as  his  custome  w  as)  upon  a  day, 

Charming  his  oaten  pipe  unto  his  pires, 

The  shepheard  swaines  that  did  about  him  play  : 

A>'ho  all  the  while,  with  greedie  listfull  eares. 

Did  stand  astonisht  at  his  eurious  skill. 

Like  hartlesse  deare,  dismayd  with  thunders  sound. 

At  last,  when  as  he  piped  had  his  (ill. 

He  rested  him  :  and,  sitting  then  around, 

One  of  those  groomes  (a  iolly  groome  was  he, 

As  ever  piped  on  an  oaten  reed. 

And  lov'd  this  shei)heard  dearest  in  degree, 

Hight  Hobbinol;)  gan  thus  to  him  areed. 

"  Colin,  my  liefe,  my  life,  how  great  a  losse 
Had  all  the  shepheards  nation  by  thy  lacke ! 
And  I,  poore  swaine,  of  many,  greatest  crosse  ! 
That,  sith  thy  Muse  first  since  thy  turning  backe 
Was  heard  to  sound  as  she  was  wont  on  hye, 
Hast  made  us  all  so  blessed  and  so  blythe. 
Whilcst  thou  wast  hence,  all  dead  in  dole  did  lie  : 
The  woods  were  heard  to  waile  full  many  a  sythe. 
And  all  their  birds  with  silence  to  coraplaine  : 
Tile  fields  with  faded  flowers  did  seem  to  mourne, 
A  nd  all  their  flocks  from  feeding  to  refraine : 
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The  running  waters  wept  for  thy  returne. 
And  all  their  fish  with  lanj'uour  did  lament: 
33ut  now  both  woods  and  fields  and  floods  revive, 
Sith  thou  art  come,  (heir  cause  ot'meriment. 
That  us,  late  dead,  hast  made  againe  alive  : 
But  were  it  not  too  painei'ull  to  repeat 
The  passed  fortunes,  wfiich  to  thee  befell 
In  thy  late  voyage,  we  thee  would  entreat, 
Now  at  thy  leisure  them  to  us  to  tell." 

To  whom  the  shepheard  gently  answered  thus  ; 
"  IJobbin,  thou  temptest  me  to  that  I  covet: 
For  of  good  passed  newly  to  discus. 
By  dubble  usurie  doth  twise  renew  it. 
And  since  I  saw  that  Angels  blessed  eic. 
Her  worlds  bright  sun,  her  heavens  fairest  light, 
My  mind,  full  of  my  thoughts  satietie. 
Doth  feed  on  sweet  contentment  of  that  sight : 
Since  that  same  day  in  nought  I  take  delight, 
Ne  feeling  have  in  any  earthly  pleasuie. 
But  in  remembrance  of  that  glorious  bright. 
My  lifes  sole  blisse,  my  hearts  etcrnall  threasure. 
Wake  then,  my  pipe  ;  my  sleepie  Muse,  awake ; 
Till  I  have  told  her  praises  lasting  long: 
Hobbin  desires,  thou  maist  it  not  forsake ; — 
Harke  then,  ye  iolly  shepheards,  to  my  song." 

With  that  they  all  gan  throng  about  him  neare. 
With  hungrie  eares  to  heare  iiis  harmonic : 
The  whiles  their  flocks,  devoyd  of  dangers  feare. 
Did  round  about  them  feed  at  hbertie. 

"  One  day  (quoth  he)  I  sat,  (as  was  my  trade) 
Under  the  foote  of  Mole,  that  mountaine  hore. 
Keeping  my  sheepe  amongst  the  cooly  shade 
Of  the  greene  alders  by  the  Mullaes  shore  : 
There  a  straunge  shepheard  chaanst  to  find  me  out, 
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Whether  allured  with  my  pipes  delight, 

Whose  jdeasing  sound  yshiillcd  far  about, 

Or  thither  led  by  cliauuee,  1  know  not  rit;ht: 

>>  honj  wht>n  I  asked  iVoni  what  place  lie  came, 

And  how  he  hight,  hinisclte  he  did  yeleepe 

The  Shepheard  of  the  Ocean  by  name, 

And  said  he  came  far  from  the  main-sea  deepe. 

lie,  sitting  me  beside  in  that  same  shade. 

Provoked  me  to  plaie  some  pleasant  fit ; 

And,  vvhen  he  heard  the  musieke  which  I  made. 

He  found  himsclfe  full  greatly  phasd  at  it : 

Yet,  icmuling  my  pipe,  he  tookc  in  bond 

My  pipe,  before  that  icmuh-d  of  many, 

And  plaid  theron  ;  (for  w  ell  that  skill  he  cond ;) 

Himselfe  as  skilfuU  in  that  art  as  any. 

He  pip'd,  I  sung;  and,  when  he  sung,  I  piped; 

By  chaunge  of  turms,  each  makiiig  other  mery  ; 

Neither  envying  other,  nor  envied. 

So  piped  we,  untill  we  both  were  weaiy." 

There  interrupting  him,  a  l)onie  swaine, 
That  Cuddy  bight,  liim  thus  atweene  bespake : 
"  And,  should  it  not  thy  readie  course  restraine, 
I  would  recpiest  thee,  Colin,  for  my  sake. 
To  tell  what  thou  didst  sing,  when  he  did  plaie; 
For  well  1  weene  it  worth  recounting  was. 
Whether  it  were  some  hymne,  or  rnorall  laie, 
Or  carol  made  to  praise  thy  loved  lasse." 

"  Nor  of  my  love,  nor  of  my  lasse,  (quoth  he) 
I  then  did  sing,  as  then  occasion  fell : 
For  love  had  me  forlorne,  forlorne  of  me, 
I'hat  made  mv  in  that  desart  choose  to  dwell. 
JJut  of  my  river  Bregogs  love  I  soong, 
Wliich  to  the  shiny  Mulla  he  did  beare, 
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And  yet  doth  beare,  and  ever  will,  so  long 
As  water  doth  within  his  bancks  appeare." 

"  Of  fellowship  (said  then  that  bony  Boy) 
Record  to  us  that  lovely  lay  againe : 
The  staie  whereof  shall  nought  these  eares  annoy, 
Who  all  that  Colin  makes  do  covet  faine." 

"  Heare  then  (quoth  he)  the  tenor  of  my  tale. 
In  sort  as  I  it  to  that  shepheard  told : 
No  leasing  new,  nor  grandams  fable  stale. 
But  auncient  truth  confirm'd  with  credence  old. 
"  Old  father  Mole,  (Mole  hight  that  mountain 
gray 
That  walls  the  northside  of  Armulla  dale  ;) 
He  had  a  daughter  fresh  as  floure  of  May, 
Which  gave  that  name  unto  that  pleasant  vale  ; 
Mulla,  the  daughter  of  old  Mole,  so  hight 
The  Nimph,  which  of  that  water  course  has  charge. 
That,  springing  out  of  Mole,  doth  run  downe  right 
To  Buttevant,  where,  spreading  forth  at  large. 
It  giveth  name  unto  that  auncient  Cittie, 
Which  Kilnemullah  cleped  is  of  old ; 
Whose  ragged  ruines  breed  great  ruth  and  pittie 
To  travailers,  which  it  from  far  behold. 
Full  faine  she  lov'd,  and  was  belov'd  full  faine 
Of  her  owne  brother  river,  Bregog  hight. 
So  hight  because  of  this  deceitfull  traine. 
Which  he  with  Mulla  wrought  to  win  delight. 
But  her  old  sire  more  carefuU  of  her  good. 
And  meaning  her  much  better  to  preferre. 
Did  thinke  to  match  her  with  the  neighbour  flood. 
Which  Alio  hight,  Broad-water  called  farre ; 
And  wrought  so  well  with  his  continuall  paine. 
That  he  that  river  for  his  daughter  wonne : 
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The  dowre  agreed,  the  day  assigned  plaine, 

The  place  appointed  where  it  shouhl  bo  doono, 

Nath'lesse  the  Nymph  her  fornicr  hkiii<i-  licid  ; 

For  love  will  not  l)i'  drawnr,  l)iit  must  be  lidde  ; 

And  Bregog  did  so  well  her  lancie  weld, 

That  her  good  will  he  got  her  lirst  to  wedde. 

But  for  her  father,  sitting  still  on  hie, 

Did  warily  still  watch  wliich  way  she  went, 

And  eke  from  far  observ'd,  with  iealous  eie, 

^^'hich  way  his  course  the  wanton  Bregog  bent; 

llim  lo  deceive,  for  all  his  wakhfull  ward. 

The  wily  lover  did  devise  (his  slight: 

First  into  many  parts  his  streame  he  shard. 

That,  whilest  the  one  w'as  watcht,  the  other  might 

Passe  unespide  to  meet  her  by  the  way ; 

And  then,  besides,  those  little  streames  so  broken 

lie  undtr  ground  so  closely  did  convay. 

That  of  their  passage  doth  appeare  no  token. 

Till  they  into  the  MuUaes  water  slide. 

So  secretly  did  he  his  love  enioy : 

Yet  not  so  secret,  but  it  was  descride, 

And  told  her  father  by  a  shepheards  boy. 

AVho,  wondrous  wroth  for  that  so  foule  despight. 

In  great  avenge  did  roll  downe  from  his  hill 

Huge  mightie  stones,  the  wliich  encomber  might 

His  passage,  and  his  water-courses  spill. 

So  of  a  llivev,  which  he  w  as  of  old, 

He  none  was  made,  but  scatlred  all  to  nought ; 

And,  lost  emong  those  rocks  into  him  rold. 

Did  lose  his  name :  so  deare  his  love  he  bought." 

\A'liieh  having  said,  him  Thestylis  bespake ; 
"  >Jow  by  my  life  this  was  a  mery  lay, 
>Vorthie  of  Colin  selfe,  that  did  it  make. 
But  read  now  eke,  of  friendship  I  thee  pray, 

e2 
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What  dittie  did  that  other  shephtard  sing : 
For  I  do  covet  most  the  same  to  heare, 
As  men  use  most  to  covet  forreine  thing." 

"  That  shall  1  eke  (quoth  he)  to  you  declare : 
His  song-  was  all  a  lamentable  lay 
Of  great  unkindnesse,  and  of  usage  hard, 
Of  Cynthia  the  Ladie  of  the  Sea, 
Which  from  her  presence  faultlesse  him  debard. 
And  ever  and  anon,  with  singulfs  rife,    • 
He  cryed  out,  to  make  his  undersong ; 
Ah  !  my  loves  queene,  and  goddesse  of  my  life. 
Who  shall  me  pittie,  when  thou  doest  me  wrong?" 

Then  gan  a  gentle  bonylasse  to  speake. 
That  Marin  hight;  "  Right  well  he  sure  did  plaine. 
That  could  great  Cynthiaes  sore  displeasure  breake, 
And  move  to  take  him  to  her  grace  againe. 
But  tell  on  further,  Colin,  as  befell 
Twixt  him  and  thee,  that  thee  did  hence  dissuade." 
•'  When  thus  our  pipes  we  both  had  wearied  well, 
(Quoth  he)  and  each  an  end  of  singing  made. 
He  gan  to  cast  great  lyking  to  my  lore. 
And  great  dislyking  to  my  lucklesse  lot. 
That  banisht  had  ray  selfe,  like  wight  forlore, 
Into  that  waste,  where  I  was  quite  forgot. 
The  which  to  leave,  thenceforth  he  counseld  mee. 
Unmeet  for  man,  in  whom  was  ought  regardful!. 
And  wend  with  him,  his  Cynthia  to  see  ;        [full. 
Whose  grace  was  great,  and  bounty  most  reward- 
Besides  her  peerlesse  skill  in  making  well, 
And  all  the  ornaments  of  wondrous  wit. 
Such  as  all  womankynd  did  far  excell ; 
Such  as  the  world  admyr'd,  and  praised  it : 
So  what  with  hope  of  good,  and  hate  of  ill. 
He  me  perswaded  forth  with  him  to  fare. 
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Xoujilit  tonke  I  with  nic,  l)iit  mine  oaton  quill : 
Small  noedmcnts  tisc  mod  sli([)li('ar<l  to  prepare. 
So  to  the  sea  we  came  ;  the  sea,  that  is 
A  world  of  waters  heaped  up  on  hie, 
UoUiii^  like  mouutaiues  in  wide  wildernesse. 
Horrible,  hideous,  roariii"-  with  hoarse  crie." 
"  And  is  the  sea  ((|U()th  Coridon)  so  fearful  1  ?" 
"I'earfulrnucli  nKtreitiuotii  lie)  then  hart  can  fear: 
Thousand  wyld  heasts  with  deep  niouthes  gaping 

direl'ull 
Therin  stil  wait  poore  passengers  to  teare. 
Who  life  doth  loath,  and  longs  death  to  behold, 
Before  he  die,  alreadie  dead  with  feare, 
And  yet  would  live  with  heart  halfe  stonie  cold, 
Let  him  to  sea,  and  he  shall  see  it  there. 
And  yet  as  ghastly  dreadfull,  as  it  seemes, 
Bold  men,  presuming  life  for  gaine  to  sell, 
Daretemptthatgulf,  and  in  those  wandring  strenies 
Seek  waies  unknowne,  waies  leading  down  to  hell. 
For,  as  we  stood  there  waiting  on  the  strond, 
Behold,  an  huge  great  vessell  to  us  came, 
Dauncing  upon  the  waters  back  to  lond. 
As  if  it  scornd  the  daunger  of  the  same ; 
Yet  was  it  but  a  wooden  frame  and  fraile, 
Glewed  togither  with  some  subtile  matter. 
Yet  had  it  armcs  and  wings,  and  head  and  taile. 
And  life  to  move  it  selfe  upon  the  water. 
Strange  thing!  how  bold  and  swiit  (he  monster  was. 
That  neither  car'd  for  wynd,  nor  luiiie,  nor  raine, 
Nor  swelling  waves,  but  thorough  them  did  passe 
So  proudly,  that  she  made  them  roare  againe. 
The  same  aboord  us  gently  did  receave, 
And  without  harme  us  farre  away  did  beare. 
So  farrc  that  land,  our  mother,  us  did  leave, 
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And  nought  but  sea  and  heaven  to  us  appeare. 
Then  hartelosse  quite,  and  full  of  inward  feare, 
That  shepheard  1  besought  to  me  to  tell. 
Under  what  skie,  or  in  what  world  we  were. 
In  which  I  saw  no  living  people  dwell. 
Who,  me  recomforting  all  that  he  might. 
Told  me  that  that  same  was  the  Regiment 
Of  a  great  shepheardesse,  that  Cynthia  hight. 
His  liege,  his  Ladie,  and  his  lifes  Regent. — 

"  If  then  (cpioth  I)  a  shepheardesse  she  bee. 
Where  be  the  flockes  and  beards,  which  she  doth 

keep  ? 
And  where  may  I  the  liills  and  pastures  see. 
On  which  she  useth  for  to  feed  her  sheepe  ?" 

"  These  be  the  hills,  (quoth  he)  the  surges  hie, 
On  which  faire  Cynthia  her  beards  doth  feed : 
Her  beards  be  thousand  fishes  with  their  frie. 
Which  in  the  bosome  of  the  billowes  breed.J 
Of  them  the  shepheard  which  hath  charge  in  chief. 
Is  Triton,  blowing  loud  his  wreathed  borne: 
At  sound  whereof,  diey  all  for  their  relief 
Wend  too  and  fro  at  evening  and  at  morne. 
And  Proteus  eke  with  him  does  drive  his  heard 
Of  stinking  seales  and  porcpisces  together, 
With  hoary  head  and  deawy  dropping  beard, 
Compelling  them  which  way  he  list,  and  whether. 
And  I,  among  the  rest,  of  many  least. 
Have  in  the  Ocean  charge  to  me  assignd ; 
Where  I  will  hve  or  die  at  her  b(4ieast, 
And  serve  and  honour  her  with  faithfuU  mind. 
Besides  an  hundred  Nymphs  all  heavenly  borne. 
And  of  immortall  race,  doo  still  attend     [shorne, 
To  wash  fair(!  Cynthiaes  sheep,  when   they  be 
And  fold  them  up,  when  they  have  made  an  end. 
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Those  be  the  sliephcartls  which  my  Cynthia  serve 
At  sea,  beside  a  thousand  nice  at  land : 
For  land  and  sea  my  Cynthia  doth  deserve 
To  have  in  her  coiiiinaudt'iiieiit  at  hand." 

Thereat  1  woiidrcd  much,  till,  \v()iidrin<if  more 
And  more,  at  leii;iith  \vc  land  tar  off  descrj'de  : 
AVhich  sight  much  gladcd  me  ;  tor  much  atore 
1  toard,  hast  laud  we  never  should  have  eyde : 
Thereto  our  ship  her  course  directly  bent. 
As  if  the  way  she  perfectly  had  knowne. 
We  Lunday  passe ;  by  that  same  name  is  ment 
An  island,  which  the  first  to  west  was  showne. 
From  thence  another  world  of  land  we  kend, 
Floting  amid  the  sea  in  ieopardie, 
And  round  about  with  mightie  white  rocks  hemd. 
Against  the  seas  encroching  crueltie. 
Those  same  the  shepheard  told  me,  were  the  fields 
In  which  dame  Cynthia  her  landheards  fed  ; 
F"aire  goodly  fields,  then  which  Armulla  yields 
None  fairer,  nor  more  fruittull  to  be  red. 
The  first,  to  which  we  nigh  a})proched,  was 
An  high  headland  thrust  far  into  the  sea. 
Like  to  an  home,  w  hereof  the  name  it  has. 
Yet  seemd  to  be  a  goodly  pleasant  lea  : 
There  did  a  loftie  mount  at  first  us  greet, 
A^'hich  did  a  stately  heape  of  stones  upreare, 
That  seemd  amid  the  surges  for  to  fleet. 
Much  greater  then  that  frame,  which  us  did  beare: 
There  did  our  ship  her  fruitfull  wombe  unlade. 
And  put  us  all  ashore  on  Cynthias  land. 
"  Whatlandis  that  thou  meanst,  (then  Cuddy  sayd) 
And  is  there  other  then  whereon  we  stand  ?" 

"  Ah!  Cuddy,  (then  quoth  Colin)  thous  a  fon. 
That  hast  not  scene  least  part  of  natures  worke : 


50  COLIN  CLOUTS 

Much  more  there  is  unkend  then  thou  doest  kon, 
And  much  more  that  does  from  mens  knowledge 

lurke. 
For  that  same  land  much  larger  is  then  this, 
And  other  men  and  beasts  and  birds  doth  feed : 
There  fruitfiiil  eorne,  faire  trees,  fresh  herbage  is, 
And  all  things  else  that  living  creatures  need. 
Besides  most  goodly  rivers  there  appeare, 
No  whit  inferiour  to  thy  Fanchins  praise, 
Or  unto  x\llo,  or  to  MuUa  cleare : 
Nought  hast  thou,  foolish  boy,  scene  in  thy  dales." 

"  But  if  that  land  be  there  (quoth  he)  as  here, 
And  is  ilieyr  heaven  likewise  there  all  one? 
And,  if  like  heaven,  be  heavenly  graces  there, 
Like  as  in  this  same  world  where  we  do  wone  ?" 

"  Both  heaven  and  heavenly  graces  do  much 
more 
(Quoth  he)  abound  in  that  same  land  then  this. 
Por  there  all  happic  peace  and  plenteous  store 
Conspire  in  one  to  make  contented  blisse  : 
No  wayling  there  nor  wretchednesse  is  heard. 
No  bloodie  issues  nor  no  leprosies, 
No  griesly  famine,  nor  no  raging  sweard, 
No  nightly  bodrags,  nor  no  hue  and  cries  ; 
The  shepheards  there  alMoad  may  safely  lie, 
On  hills  and  downes,  withouten  dread  or  daunger: 
No  ravenous  wolves  the  good  mans  hope  destroy, 
Nor  outlawes  fell  aftVay  the  forest  raunger. 
There  learned  arts  do  florish  in  great  honor, 
And  Poets  wits  are  had  in  peerlesse  price: 
Religion  hath  lay  powre  to  rest  upon  her. 
Advancing  vertue  and  suppressing  vice. 
For  end,  all  good,  all  grace  there  freely  growes. 
Had  people  grace  it  gratefully  to  use : 
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For  Ciod  liis  gifts  then'  plt'iitcoiisly  bcstowos, 
But  gTucelcsso  men  them  greatly  do  abuse." 

"  But  say  on  further,  then  said  Corylas, 
The  rest  of  thine  adventures,  tliat  betyded." 
"  I'oorth  on  our  voyage  we  by  land  <hd  passe, 
(Qiu)tii  he)  as  that  sjinie  shepheard  still  us  guyded, 
I'ntill  that  we  to  Cyntiiiaes  presence  came: 
Wliose  gU)rie,  greater  then  my  siniph^  tiiought, 
I  found  much  greater  then  the  former  fame  ; 
Such  greatnes  1  cannot  compare  to  ought : 
But  if  1  her  like  ought  on  earth  might  read, 
I  \\  ould  her  lyken  to  a  crowne  of  lillies. 
Upon  a  virgin  brydts  adorned  head, 
With  roses  tlight  and  goolds  and  datfadillies ; 
Or  like  the  circlet  of  a  turtle  true, 
In  which  all  colours  of  the  rainbow  bee ; 
Or  like  faire  Phebes  garlond  shining  new. 
In  which  all  pure  ])erfection  one  may  sec. 
But  vain(>  it  is  to  tliinke,  by  paragone 
Of  earthly  things,  to  iudge  of  things  divine : 
Her  power,  her  mercy,  and  her  wisdome,  none 
Can  deeme,  but  who  the  (Jodhead  can  detine. 
^Vhy  then  do  I,  base  she[)heard,  bold  and  blind. 
Presume  the  things  so  sacred  to  prophane? 
More  lit  it  is  t'  adore,  \\  ith  hund)le  mind. 
The  iuKige  of  the  heavens  in  shape  humane."' 

With  that  Alexis  broke  his  tab'  asunder, 
Saying;  "  By  wondring  at  thy  Cynthiaes  praise, 
Colin,  thy  selfe  thou  mak'st  us  more  to  wonder. 
And  her  upraising  doest  thy  selfe  upraise. 
But  let  us  heare  what  grace  she  shewed  thee. 
And  how  that  shepheard  strange  thy  cause  ad- 
vanced." 

"  The  Shepheard  of  the  Ocean  (quoth  he) 
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Unto  that  Goddesse  grace  me  first  enhanced. 
And  to  mine  oaten  pipe  enclin'd  her  eare, 
That  she  thenceforth  therein  gan  take  delight, 
And  it  desir'd  at  timely  houres  to  heare, 
All  were  my  notes  but  rude  and  roughly  dight ; 
For  not  by  measure  of  her  owne  great  mynd, 
And  wondrous  worth,  she  mott  my  simple  song. 
But  ioyd  that  country  shepheard  ought  could  fynd 
Worth  barkening  to,  emongst  the  learned  throng." 
"  Why?  (said  Alexis  then)  what  needeth  shee 
That  is  so  great  a  shepheardesse  her  selfe, 
And  hath  so  many  shepheards  in  her  fee. 
To  heare  thee  sing,  a  simple  silly  elfe  ? 
Or  be  the  shepheards  which  do  serve  her  laesie. 
That  they  list  not  their  niery  pipes  applie  ? 
Or  be  their  pipes  untunable  and  craesie, 
That  they  cannot  her  honour  worthylie  ?" 
"  Ah  !  nay  (said  Cohn)  neither  so,  nor  so: 
For  better  shepheards  be  not  under  skie. 
Nor  better  liable,  when  they  list  to  blow 
Their  pipes  aloud,  her  name  to  glorifie. 
There  is  good  Harpalus,  now  woxen  aged 
In  faithful  service  of  faire  Cynthia  : 
And  there  is  Corydon  though  meanly  waged. 
Yet  hablest  wit  of  most  I  know  this  day. 
And  there  is  sad  Alcyon  bent  to  mourne. 
Though  fit  to  frame  an  everlasting  dittie. 
Whose  gentle  sprightfor  Daphnes  death  doth  tourn 
Sweet  layes  of  love  to  endlesse  plaints  of  pittie. 
Ah  !  pensive  boy,  pursue  that  brave  conceipt, 
In  thy  sweet  Eglantine  of  Meriflure ; 
Lift  up  thy  notes  unto  their  wonted  height. 
That  may  thy  Muse  and  mates  to  mirth  allure. 
There  eke  is  Palin  worthie  of  great  praise, 
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Albe  he  envie  at  my  rustick  quiH  : 

And  there  is  pleasing-  A  Icon,  could  he  raise 

J  lis  tunes  froni  laies  to  matter  of  more  skill. 

And  there  is  old  Palcmon  free  from  spight, 

AV'hose  carefull  pipe  miiy  make  tlu'  hearer  rew  : 

Yt't  he  himsilfc  may  rcwcd  ])v  more  right, 

That  sung  so  long  untill  ([uite  hoarse  he  grew. 

And  there  is  Alabaster  throughly  taught 

In  all  this  skill,  though  knowen  yet  to  i'ew; 

Yet,  Mere  he  kiu)\vnc  to  Cynthia  as  he  ought. 

His  Eliseis  would  hv  redde  anew, 

Who  lives  that  can  match  that  heroick  song. 

Which  he  hath  of  that  mightie  Princesse  made? 

O  dreaded  Dread,  do  not  thy  selfe  that  wrong 

To  let  thy  fame  lie  so  in  hidden  shade : 

But  call  it  forth,  O  call  him  forth  to  thee. 

To  end  thy  glorie  which  he  hath  begun : 

That,  when  he  finisht  hath  as  it  should  be. 

No  braver  Poeme  can  be  under  sun. 

Nor  Po  nor  Tyburs  swans  so  much  renowned, 

Nor  all  the  brood  of  Greece  so  highly  praised, 

Can   match   that   Muse  when   it  with  bayes  is 

crowned. 
And  to  the  pitch  of  her  perfection  raised. 
And  there  is  a  new  shepheard  late  up  sprong. 
The  which  doth  all  afore  him  far  surpasse  ; 
Appearing  well  in  that  well  tuned  song. 
Which  late  he  sung  unto  a  scornfull  lasse. 
Yet  doth  his  trembling  Muse  but  lowly  flie. 
As  daring  not  too  rashly  mount  on  hight, 
And  doth  her  tender  plumes  as  yet  but  trie 
In  loves  soft  laies  and  looser  thoughts  delight. 
Then  rouze  thy  feathers  (juickly,  Daniell, 
And  to  what  course  thou  please  thy  selfe  advance : 

VOL.  VII.  F 
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But  most,  me  seemes,  thy  accent  will  excel! 
In  tragick  plaints  and  passionate  mischance. 
And  there  tliat  Shepheard  of  the  Ocean  is. 
That  spends  his  wit  in  loves  consuming  smart : 
Full  sweetly  tempred  is  that  Muse  of  l)is. 
That  can  empierce  a  Princes  mightie  hart. 
There  also  is  (ah  no,  he  is  not  now !) 
But  since  I  said  he  is,  he  cpiite  is  gone, 
Amyntas  quite  is  gone  and  lies  full  low, 
Having  his  Amaryllis  left  to  mone. 
Helpe,  O  ye  shepheards,  helpe  ye  all  in  this, 
Helpe  Amaiyllis  this  her  losse  to  moume  : 
Her  losse  is  yours,  your  losse  Amyntas  is, 
Amyntas,  floure  of  shepheards  pride  forlorne : 
He  whilest  he  lived  was  the  noblest  swaine. 
That  ever  piped  in  an  oaten  quill : 
Both  did  he  other,  which  could  pipe,  maintaine. 
And  eke  could  pipe  himselfe  with  passing  skill. 
And  there,  though  last  not  least,  is  Aetion ; 
A  gentler  shepheard  may  no  where  be  found  : 
Whose  Muse,  full  of  high  thoughts  invention. 
Doth  like  himselfe  heroically  sound. 
All  these,  and  many  others  mo  remaine. 
Now,  after  Astrofell  is  dead  and  gone : 
But,  while  as  Astrofell  did  live  and  raine. 
Amongst  all  these  was  none  his  paragone. 
All  these  do  florisli  in  their  sundry  kynd. 
And  do  their  Cynthia  immortall  make : 
Yet  found  I  lyking  in  her  royall  mynd. 
Not  for  my  skill,  but  for  that  shepheards  sake." 

"  Then  spake  a  lovely  lasse,  hight  Lucida ; 
"  Shepheard,  enough  of  shepheards  thou  hast  told. 
Which  favour  thee,  and  honour  Cynthia  : 
But  of  so  many  nymphs,  which  she  doth  hold 
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]  II  her  rctinew,  thou  hast  nothing  sayd  ; 

That  seems,  witli  none  of  them  thou  favor  foundest, 

Or  art  ingratefuU  to  eacli  gentle  mayd, 

Tliat  none  of  all  their  due  deserts  resoundest," 

"  Ah  far  be  it  (({uoth  Colin  Clout)  fro  me, 
That  1  of  gentle  niayds  should  ill  deserve : 
For  that  my  selfe  I  ilo  |)rofesse  to  be 
Vassall  to  one,  whom  all  my  dayes  I  serve ; 
The  beame  of  beautie  sparkled  from  above. 
The  tloure  of  verlue  aiul  pure  chastitie, 
The  blossome  of  sweet  ioy  and  perfect  love. 
The  i)earle  of  ])eerlesse  grace  and  modestie : 
To  her  my  thoughts  I  (hiily  dedicate. 
To  her  my  heart  I  nightly  martyrize : 
To  her  my  love  1  lowly  do  prostrate. 
To  her  my  life  I  wholly  sacrifice  : 
]My  thought,  my  heart,  my  love,  my  life  is  shee, 
And  I  hers  ever  onely,  ever  one : 
One  ever  I  all  vowed  hers  to  bee. 
One  ever  I,  and  others  never  none." 

Then  thus  Melissa  said ;  "  Thrise  happie  Mayd, 
^Vhom  thou  doest  so  enforce  to  deifie : 
That  woods,  and  hills,  and  valleyes  thou  hast  made 
Her  name  to  eccho  unto  heaven  hie. 
But  say,  who  else  vouchsafed  thee  of  grace  T 

"  They  all  (quoth  he)  me  graced  goodly  well, 
That  all  I  praise  ;  but,  in  the  highest  place, 
Urania,  sister  unto  Astrofell, 
In  whose  brave  mynd,  as  in  a  golden  cofer, 
All  heavenly  gifts  and  riches  locked  are  ; 
More  rich  then  pearles  of  Ynde,  or  gold  of  Opher, 
And  in  her  sex  more  wonderfuU  and  rare. 
Ne  lesse  praise-worthie  I  Theana  read. 
Whose  goodly  beames  though  they  be  over  dight 
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With  mourning  stole  of  carefull  wydowhead. 

Yet  through  that  darksome  vale  do  glister  bright ; 

She  is  the  well  of  bountie  and  brave  mynd, 

Excelling  most  in  glorie  and  great  light : 

She  is  the  ornament  of  womankind. 

And  courts  chief  garlond  with  all  vertues  dight. 

Therefore  great  Cynthia  her  in  chiefest  grace 

Doth  hold,  and  next  unto  her  selfe  advance. 

Well  worthie  of  so  honourable  place, 

For  her  great  worth  and  noble  governance. 

Ne  lesse  praise-worthie  is  her  sister  deare, 

Faire  Marian,  the  Muses  onely  darling : 

Whose  beautie  shyneth  as  the  morning  cleare, 

With  silver  deaw  upon  the  roses  pearling. 

'Ne  lesse  praise-worthie  is  Mansiha, 

Best  knowne  by  bearing  up  great  Cynthiaes  traine : 

That  same  is  she  to  whom  Daphnaida 

Upon  her  neeces  death  I  did  coraplaine : 

She  is  the  paterne  of  true  womanhead, 

And  onely  mirrhor  of  feminitie  : 

Worthie  next  after  Cynthia  to  tread, 

As  she  is  next  her  in  nobilitie. 

Ne  lesse  praise-worthie  Galathea  seemes. 

Then  best  of  all  that  honourable  crew, 

Faire  Galathea  with  bright  shining  bearaes. 

Inflaming  feeble  eyes  that  her  do  view. 

She  there  then  waited  upon  Cynthia, 

Yet  there  is  not  her  won  ;  but  here  with  us 

About  the  borders  of  our  rich  Coshma, 

Now  made  of  Maa,  the  Nymph  delitious. 

Ne  lesse  praisworthie  faire  Neaera  is, 

Neiera  ours,  not  theirs,  though  there  she  be ; 

For  of  the  famous  Shure,  the  Nymph  she  is. 

For  high  desert,  advaunst  to  that  degree. 
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She  is  the  blosome  of  grace  and  curtesie, 
Adoriu'd  with  all  lioiiouiahlc!  parts; 
She  is  the  brauiicli  ot"  triu;  iioljililic, 
K(;h)vM  ot"  hi<;h  and  h)\v  witlj  i'aitlit'iill  harts. 
Nf  iisse  praisworlliif  Stella  do  I  read, 
Though  nought  my  praises  ot"  her  needed  o.rre, 
>V  honi  verse  of  noblest  shepheard  lately  dead 
Hath  prais'd  and  rais'd  above  each  other  starre. 
Ne  lesse  praisworthie  are  th(^  sisters  three, 
The  honor  of  the  nobh;  faniilic : 
Of  which  1  meanest  boast  my  selfe  to  be. 
And  most  that  unto  them  1  am  so  nie  : 
Phyllis,  Chavillis,  and  sweet  Amaryllis  ; 
Phyllis,  the  faire,  the  eldest  of  the  three  : 
The  next  to  her  is  bountifull  Charillis  : 
But  th'  yoimgest  is  the  highest  in  degree. 
Phyllis,  the  Houre  of  rare  perfection, 
Paire  spreading  forth  her  leaves  with  t"resh  dehght, 
That,  with  their  beauties  amorous  retlexion. 
Bereave  of  sence  each  rash  beholders  sight. 
But  sweet  Charillis  is  the  paragone 
Of  peerlesse  price,  and  ornament  of  praise, 
Admyrd  of  all,  yet  envied  of  none, 
Through  the  myld  temperance  of  her  goodly  raies. 
Thrise  hajjpie  do  I  hold  thee,  noble  swaine, 
The  which  art  of  so  rich  a  spoih^  possest. 
And,  it  embracing  di  are  without  disdaine. 
Hast  sole  possession  in  so  chaste  a  brest: 
Of  all  the  shepheards  daughters  which  there  bee, 
And  yet  there  be  the  fairest  under  skie. 
Or  that  elsewhere  I  ever  yet  did  see, 
A  fairer  Nymph  yet  nev(;r  saw  mine  eie : 
She  is  the  pride  and  prinuose  of  the  rest, 
Made  by  the  Maker  sclfo  to  be  admired ; 

f2 
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And  like  a  goodly  beacon  high  addrest, 

That  is  with  sparks  of  heavenlie  beautie  fired. 

But  Amaryllis,  whether  fortunate 

Or  else  unfortunate  may  I  aread, 

That  freed  is  from  Cupids  yoke  by  fate, 

Since  which  she  doth  new  bands  adventure  dread ; — 

Shepheard,  what  ever  thou  hast  heard  to  be 

In  this  or  that  praysd  diversly  apart, 

In  her  thou  maist  them  all  assembled  see, 

And  seald  up  in  the  threasure  of  her  hart. 

Ne  thee  lesse  worthie,  gentle  Flavia, 

For  thy  chaste  life  and  vertue  I  esteeme  : 

Ne  thee  lesse  worthie,  curteous  Candida, 

For  thy  true  love  and  loyaltie  I  deeme. 

Besides  yet  many  mo  that  Cynthia  serve. 

Right  noble  Nymphs,  and  high  to  be  commended : 

But,  if  I  all  should  praise  as  they  deserve. 

This  sun  would  fade  me  ere  I  halfe  had  ended. 

Therefore,  in  closure  of  a  thankfull  mynd, 

I  deeme  it  best  to  hold  eternally 

Their  bounteous  deeds  and  noble  favours  shrynd. 

Then  by  discourse  them  to  indignilie." 

So  having  said,  Aglaura  him  bespake : 
"  Colin,  well  worthie  were  those  goodly  favours 
Bestowd  on  thee,  that  so  of  them  doest  make. 
And  them  requitest  with  thy  thankfull  labours. 
But  of  great  Cynthiaes  goodnesse,  and  high  grace, 
Finish  the  storie  which  thou  hast  begunne." 

"  More  eath  (quoth  he)  it  is  in  such  a  case 
How  to  begin,  then  know  how  to  have  donne. 
For  everie  gift,  and  everie  goodly  meed. 
Which  she  on  me  bestowd,  demaunds  a  day ; 
And  everie  day,  in  which  she  did  a  deed, 
Demaunds  a  yearc  it  duly  to  display. 
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Her  words  were  like  a  streame  of  honiiy  fleeting, 
'J'he  which  doth  softly  trickle  from  the  hive : 
liable  to  melt  the  hearers  heart  unweeting, 
And  eke  to  make  the  dead  agaiiie  alive. 
Her  deeds  were  like  great  clust(;rs  of  ripe  grapes, 
Which  load  the  bunches  of  the  fruitfull  vine ; 
OftVing  to  fall  into  each  mouth  that  gapes, 
And  till  the  same  with  store  of  timely  wine. 
Her  lookes  were  like  beames  of  the  morning  sun, 
Forth  looking  through  the  windowes  of  the  east, 
AA'hen  first  the  fleecic  cattell  have  begun 
Upon  the  perled  grasse  to  make  their  feast. 
Her  thoughts  are  like  the  fume  of  franckincence, 
Which  from  a  golden  censer  forth  doth  rise, 
Andthrowingforth  sweet  odours  mounts  fro  thence 
In  rolling  globes  up  to  the  vauted  skies. 
There  she  beholds,  with  high  aspiring  thought. 
The  cradle  of  her  ovvne  creation, 
Emongst  the  seats  of  angels  heavenly  wrought, 
Much  like  an  angell  in  all  forme  and  fashion." 

"  Colin,  (said  Cuddy  then)  thou  hast  forgot 
Thy  selfe,  me  seenies,  too  much,  to  mount  so  hie: 
Such  loftie  flight  base  shepheard  seemeth  not. 
From  flocks  and  fields,  to  angels  and  to  skie." 

"  True,  (answered  he)  but  her  great  excellence, 
Lifts  me  above  the  measure  of  my  might : 
That,  being  fild  with  furious  insolence, 
I  feele  my  selfe  like  one  yrapt  in  spright. 
For  when  I  thinke  of  her,  as  oft  1  ought, 
Then  want  I  words  to  speake  it  fidy  forth : 
And,  when  I  speak<^  of  her  what  1  have  thought, 
I  cannot  thinke  according  to  her  worth. 
Yet  will  I  thinke  of  her,  yet  will  1  speake, 
So  long  as  life  my  limbs  doth  hold  together ; 
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And,  when  as  death  these  vitall  bands  shall  breake, 
Her  name  recorded  I  will  leave  for  ever. 
Her  name  in  every  tree  I  will  endosse, 
That,  as  the  trees  do  grow,  her  name  may  grow : 
And  in  the  ground  each  where  will  it  engrosse. 
And  till  w  ith  stones,  that  all  men  may  it  know. 
The  speaking  woods,  and  murmuring  waters  fall, 
Her  name  He  teach  in  knowen  termes  to  frame  : 
And  eke  my  lambs,  when  for  their  dams  they  call. 
He  teach  to  call  for  Cynthia  by  name. 
And,  long  w  hile  after  1  am  dead  and  rotten, 
Amongst  the  shepheards  daughters  dancing  rownd. 
My  layes  made  of  her  shall  not  be  forgotten. 
But  sung  by  them  with  flowry  gyrlonds  crownd. 
And  ye,  who  so  ye  be,  that  shall  survive. 
When  as  ye  heare  her  memory  renewed. 
Be  witnesse  of  her  bountio  here  alive. 
Which  she  to  Colin  her  poore  shepheard  shewed." 

Much  was  the  whole  assembly  of  those  beards 
Moov'd  at  his  speech,  so  feelingly  he  spake  : 
And  stood  awhile  astonisht  at  his  words. 
Till  Thestylis  at  last  their  silence  brake. 
Saying ;    "  Why  Colin,  since  thou  foundst  such 
With  Cynthia  and  all  her  noble  crew ;  [grace 

Why  didst  thou  ever  leave  that  happie  place. 
In  which  such  wealth  might  unto  thee  accrew ; 
And  back  returnedst  to  this  barrein  soyle, 
Where  cold  and  care  and  penury  do  dwell. 
Here  to  keep  sheepe,  with  hunger  and  with  toyle  ? 
Most  wretched  he,  that  is  and  cannot  toll." 

"  Happie  indeed  (said  Colin)  I  him  hold. 
That  may  that  blessed  presence  still  enioy. 
Of  fortune  and  of  envy  uncomptrold. 
Which  still  are  wont  most  happie  states  t'  annoy : 
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But  I,  by  that  which  Httle  while  1  proovotl, 
Some  part  of  those  eiiorniities  did  see, 
The  which  in  court  continually  hooved. 
And  followd  thos(!  which  happie  seemd  to  bee. 
Therefore  1,  silly  man,  whose  former  dayes 
Had  in  rude  tiehls  i)ene  altoj^ether  spent, 
Durst  not  adventure  such  unknowen  wayes. 
Nor  trust  the  guile  of  fortunes  blandishment; 
But  rather  chose  back  to  my  sheep  to  tourne. 
Whose  utmost  hardnesse  I  before  had  tryde, 
Then,  having  learnd  repentance  late,  to  mourne 
Emongst  those  wretches  which  I  there  descryde." 

"  Shepheard,  (said  ThestyUs)  it  seemcs  of  spight 
Thou  speakest  thus  gainst  their  felicitie, 
"Which  thou  enviest,  rather  then  of  right 
That  ought  in  them  blameworthie  thou  doest  spie." 

"  Cause  have  I  none  ((juoth  he)  of  cancred  will 
To  quite  them  ill,  that  me  demeand  so  well : 
But  selfe-regard  of  private  good  or  ill 
Moves  me  of  each,  so  as  1  found,  to  tell 
And  eke  to  warne  yong  shepheards  wandring  wit. 
Which,  through  report  of  that  lives  painted  bUsse, 
Abandon  quiet  home,  to  seeke  for  it. 
And  leave  their  lambes  to  losse  misled  amisse. 
For,  sooth  to  say,  it  is  no  sort  of  life. 
To  shepheard  fit  to  lead  in  that  same  place. 
Where  each  one  seeks  with  malice,  and  with  strife, 
To  thrust  downe  other  into  foule  disgrace, 
Himselfe  to  raise :  and  he  doth  soonest  rise 
That  best  can  handle  his  deceitfuU  wit 
In  subtil  shifts,  and  finest  sleights  devise. 
Either  by  slaundring  his  well  deemed  name. 
Through  leasings  lew  d,  and  faincd  forgerie  ; 
Or  else  by  breeding  him  some  blot  of  blame. 
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By  creepino"  close  into  liis  secrocie  ; 
To  which  him  needs  a  guileful!  hollow  hart. 
Masked  with  t'aire  dissembUiig  curtesie, 
A  filed  toung  t'uniisht  with  tearmes  of  art. 
No  art  of  schoole,  but  courtiers  schoolery. 
For  arts  of  schoole  have  there  small  countenance. 
Counted  but  toyes  to  busie  ydle  braines ; 
And  there  professours  lind  small  maintenance, 
But  to  be  instruments  of  others  gaines. 
Ne  is  there  place  for  any  gentle  wit, 
T^nlesse,  to  please,  it  selfe  it  can  applie ; 
But  shouldred  is,  or  out  of  doore  quite  shit, 
As  base,  or  blunt,  iuinu;et  for  melodie. 
For  each  mans  worth  is  measured  by  his  weed. 
As  harts  by  homes,  or  asses  by  their  eares : 
Yet  asses  been  not  all  whose  eares  exceed, 
Nor  yet  all  harts  that  homes  the  highest  beares. 
For  highest  lookes  have  not  the  highest  mynd. 
Nor  haughtie  words  most  full  of  highest  thoughts: 
But  are  like  bladders  blowen  up  widi  wynd. 
That  being  prickt  do  vanish  into  noughts. 
Even  such  is  all  their  vaunted  vanitie. 
Nought  else  but  smoke,  that  fumeth  soone  away : 
Such  is  their  glorie  that  in  simple  eie 
Seeme  greatest,  when  their  garments  are  most  gay. 
So  they  themselves  for  praise  of  fooles  do  sell. 
And  all  their  wealth  for  painting  on  a  wall ; 
With  price  whereof  they  buy  a  golden  bell. 
And  purchace highest  rowmes  in  bowre  and  hall: 
Whiles  single  Truth,  and  simple  Honestie 
Do  wander  up  and  dovvno  despys'd  of  all; 
Their  plaine  attire  such  glorious  gallantry 
Disdaines  so  mucii,  that  none  tliem  in  doth  call." 
"  Ah  !  Colin,  (then  said  Hobbinol)  the  blame 
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Which  thou  imputost,  is  too  generall, 

As  if  not  any  lifiitlc  «it  of  name 
Nor  honost  niyiul  nii<;ht  thoro  be  fouiul  at  all. 
For  well  I  wot,  sith  1  my  stlfe  w  as  there, 
To  wait  on  Lobbin,  (Lol)bin  well  thou  kiiewest,) 
Full  many  worthie  ones  then  waiting  were, 
As  ever  else  in  princes  court  thou  vewest. 
Of  which,  anioni;-  you  many  yet  remaine, 
>Vlu)so  nanus  I  cannot  readily  now  ghesse  : 
Those  that  poore  Sutors  papers  do  retaine, 
And  those  that  skill  of  medicine  professe. 
And  those  that  do  to  Cynthia  expound 
The  ledden  of  straunge  languages  in  charge  : 
For  Cynthia  doth  in  sciences  abound, 
And  gives  to  their  professors  stijunds  large. 
Therefore  uniustly  tliou  doest  wyte  them  all, 
I'or  that  which  thou  niislikedst  in  a  few." 

"  Blame  is  (([uotli  he)  more  blamelessc  generall. 
Then  that  w  hich  private  errours  doth  pursew  ; 
For  well  I  wot,  that  there  amongst  them  bee 
Full  many  persons  of  right  worthie  parts, 
Both  for  report  of  spotlesse  honestie. 
And  for  profession  of  all  learned  arts. 
Whose  praise  hereby  no  whit  impaired  is, 
Though  blame  do  light  on  those  that  faultie  bee ; 
For  all  the  rest  do  most-what  far  amis, 
And  yet  their  owne  misfaring  will  not  see  : 
For  either  they  be  putfed  uj)  with  pride. 
Or  frauiilit  with  envit;  that  their  galls  do  swell. 
Or  they  their  dayes  to  ydlenesse  divide. 
Or  drownded  lie  in  pleasures  wastefull  well. 
In  which  like  moldwarps  nousling  still  they  lurke, 
Unmindfull  of  chiefe  parts  of  manlinesse; 
And  do  themselves,  for  want  of  other  worke. 
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Vaine  votaries  of  laesie  Love  professe, 
Whose  service  high  so  basely  they  ensew, 
That  Cupid  selfe  of  them  ashamed  is, 
And,  mustriiig  all  liis  men  in  Venus  vew. 
Denies  them  cpiite  for  servitors  of  his." 

"  And  is  Love  then  (said  Corjlas)  once  knowne 
In  Court,  and  his  sweet  lore  professed  there  ? 
I  weened  sure  he  was  our  god  alone, 
And  only  wooud  in  fields  and  forests  here :" 

"  Not  so,  (quoth  he)  Love  most  aboundeth  there. 
For  all  the  walls  and  windows  there  are  writ. 
All  fidl  of  love,  and  love,  and  love  my  deare, 
And  all  their  talke  and  studie  is  of  it. 
Ne  any  there  doth  brave  or  valiant  seeme, 
U  nlesse  that  some  gay  Mistresse  badge  he  beares : 
Ne  any  one  himselfe  doth  ought  esteeme, 
Unlesse  he  swim  in  love  up  to  the  eares. 
But  they  of  Love,  and  of  his  sacred  lere, 
(As  it  should  be)  all  otherwise  devise. 
Then  we  poore  shepheards  are  accustomd  here, 
And  him  do  sue  and  serve  all  otherwise. 
For  with  lewd  speeches,  and  licentious  deeds. 
His  mightie  mysteries  they  do  prophane, 
And  use  his  ydle  name  to  other  needs. 
But  as  a  complement  for  courting  vaine. 
So  him  they  do  not  serve  as  they  professe. 
But  make  him  serve  to  them  for  sordid  uses : 
Ah !  my  dread  Lord,  that  doest  hege  hearts  pos- 

sesse. 
Avenge  thy  selfe  on  them  for  their  abuses. 
But  we  poore  shepheards  whether  rightly  so. 
Or  through  our  rudenesse  into  errour  led. 
Do  make  religion  how  we  rashly  go 
To  serve  that  god,  that  is  so  greatly  dred ; 
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For  him  the  greatest  of  tlie  gods  we  deeme, 
Borne  without  syre  or  couples  of  one  kynd  ; 
For  Venus  selfe  dotli  soly  couples  seeme, 
Both  male  and  ft-male  throutjh  commixture  ioynd  : 
So  pure  and  spotlesse  Cupid  forth  she  brought, 
And  in  the  (i aniens  of  Adonis  nurst : 
AVhere  growing  he  liis  owne  perfection  wrought, 
And  shortly  was  of  all  the  gods  the  first. 
Then  got  he  bow  and  shafts  of  gold  and  lead, 
In  which  so  fell  and  puissant  he  grew. 
That  love  himselfe  his  powre  began  to  dread, 
And,  taking  up  to  heaven,  him  godded  new. 
From  thence  he  shootes  his  arrowes  every  where 
Into  the  world,  at  randon  as  he  will, 
On  us  fraile  men,  his  wretched  vassals  here, 
Like  as  himselfe  us  pleaseth  save  or  spill. 
So  we  him  worship,  so  we  him  adore 
"N^'ith  humble  hearts  to  heaven  uplifted  hie. 
That  to  true  loves  he  may  us  evermore 
Preferre,  and  of  their  grace  us  dignifie  : 
Ne  is  there  shepheard,  ne  yet  shepheards  swaine, 
"What  ever  feeds  in  forest  or  in  held. 
That  dare  with  evil  deed  or  leasing  vaine 
Blaspheme  his  powre,  or  termes  unworthie  yield." 
"  Shepheard,  it  seemes  that  some  celestiall  rage 
Of  love  (([uoth  Cuddy)  is  breath'd  into  thy  brest, 
That  powreth  forth  these  oracles  so  sage 
Of  that  high  powre,  wherewith  thou  art  possest. 
But  never  wist  I  till  this  present  day, 
Albe  of  Love  I  alwayes  humbly  deemed. 
That  he  was  such  an  one,  as  thou  doest  say, 
And  so  religiously  to  be  esteemed. 
\^'ell  may  it  seeme,  by  this  thy  deep  insight. 
That  of  that  god  the  priest  thou  shouldest  bee : 
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So  well  thou  wot'st  the  mysterie  of  his  might, 
As  if  his  godhead  thou  didst  present  see." 

"  Of  Loves  perfection  perfectly  to  speake. 
Or  of  his  nature  riiihtly  to  defnie, 
Indeed  (said  Colin)  passtth  reasons  reach, 
And  needs  his  priest  t'  expresse  his  powre  divine. 
For  long  before  the  world  he  was  ybore. 
And  bred  above  in  Venus  bosome  deare : 
For  l)y  his  powre  the  world  was  made  of  yore. 
And  all  that  therein  wondrous  doth  appeare. 
For  how  should  else  things  so  far  from  attone, 
And  so  great  enemies  as  of  them  bee. 
Be  ever  drawne  together  into  one. 
And  tauglit  in  such  accordance  to  agree  ? 
Through  him  the  cold  began  to  covet  heat. 
And  water  lire  ;  the  light  to  mount  on  hie. 
And  tlf  heavie  downe  to  peize;   the  hungry  t'eat. 
And  voydnesse  to  seeke  full  satietie. 
So,  being  former  foes,  they  wexed  friends. 
And  gan  by  litle  learne  to  love  each  other: 
So,  being  knit,  they  brought  forth  other  kynds 
Out  of  the  fruitfuU  wonibe  of  their  great  mother. 
Then  first  gan  heaven  out  of  darknesse  dread 
For  to  appeare,  and  brought  forth  chearfuU  day : 
Next  gan  the  earth  to  shew  her  naked  head. 
Out  of  deep  waters  which  her  drownd  alway  : 
And,  shortly  after,  everie  living  wight 
Crept  forth  like  wormes  out  of  her  slimie  nature. 
Soone  as  on  them  the  suns  life-giving  light 
Had  powred  kindly  heat  and  formall  feature. 
Thenceforth  they  gan  each  one  his  like  to  love. 
And  like  himselfe  desire  for  to  beget : 
The  lyon  chose  his  mate,  the  turtle  dove 
Her  deare,  the  dolphin  his  owne  dolphinet ; 
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But  man,  that  luul  (lie  sparke  of  reasons  luiglit 
More  then  the  rest  to  rule  his  passion, 
Cliose  for  Ins  love  the  fairest  iti  his  sight. 
Like  as  hiniseUe  was  fairest  by  ereation : 
Tor  IJeautie  is  the  I)ayt\vhieh  with  dehglit 
Doth  maivalhire  for  to  enhufie  his  kyiul; 
Heautie,  the  l)uniint"  Uinip  of  luavens  Ught, 
Darting  her  beames  into  each  feehh;  niynil : 
Against  wliose  powre,  nor  God  nor  man  can  fyud 
Defence,  ne  ward  the  daunger  of  the  wound ; 
But,  being  hurt,  seeke  to  be  modicynd 
Of  her  that  first  did  stir  that  mortal!  stownd. 
Then  do  they  cry  and  call  to  Love  apace, 
^Vith  praiers  lowd  importuning  the  skie. 
Whence  he  them  heares  ;  and,  when  he  list  shew^ 

grace. 
Does  graunt  them  grace  that  othei-wise  would  die. 
So  Love  is  lord  of  all  the  world  by  right, 
And  rules  their  creatures  by  his  powrfull  saw: 
All  being  made  the  vassalls  of  his  might, 
Through  secret  sence  w  hich  therto  doth  them  draw. 
Thus  ought  all  lovers  of  their  lord  to  deeme  : 
And  w  ith  chaste  heart  to  honor  him  alway : 
But  who  so  else  doth  otherw  ise  esteeme, 
Are  outlawes,  and  his  lore  do  disobay. 
Tor  their  desire  is  base,  and  doth  not  merit 
The  name  of  love,  but  of  disloyall  lust : 
JiJe  mongst  true  lovers  they  shall  place  inherit. 
But  as  exuls  out  of  his  court  be  thrust." 
So  having  said,  31elissa  spake  at  will ; 
"  Colin,  thou  now  full  deeply  hast  divynd 
Of  Love  and  Beautie  ;  and,  with  wondrous  skill. 
Hast  Cupid  selfe  depainted  in  his  kynd. 
To  thee  are  all  true  lovers  greatly  bound. 
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That  doest  their  cause  so  mightily  defend : 
But  most,  all  wemen  are  thy  debtors  found, 
That  doest  their  bountie  still  so  much  commend." 

"  That  ill  (said  Hobbinol)  they  him  requite. 
For  having  loved  ever  one  most  deare  : 
He  is  repayd  with  scorne  and  foule  despite, 
That  yrkes  each  gentle  heart  which  it  doth  heare." 

"  Indeed  (said  Lucid)  I  have  often  heard 
Faire  Rosalind  of  divers  fowly  blamed 
For  being  to  that  swaine  too  cruell  hard ; 
That  her  bright  glorie  else  hath  much  defamed. 
But  who  can  tell  what  cause  had  that  faire  Mayd 
To  use  him  so  that  used  her  so  well  ; 
Or  who  with  blame  can  iustly  her  upbrayd, 
F'or  loving  not  ?  for  who  can  love  compell  i 
And,  sooth  to  say,  it  is  foolhardie  thing, 
Rashly  to  wyten  creatures  so  divine  ; 
For  demigods  they  be  and  first  did  spring 
From  heaven,  though  graft  in  frailnesse  feminine. 
And  well  I  wote,  that  oft  I  heard  it  spoken. 
How  one,  that  fairest  Helene  did  revile, 
Through  iudgenient  of  the  gods  to  been  ywroken. 
Lost  both  his  eyes  and  so  remaynd  long  while, 
Till  he  recanted  had  his  wicked  rimes, 
And  made  amends  to  her  with  treble  praise. 
Beware  therefore,  ye  groomes,  I  read  betimes. 
How  rashly  blame  of  Rosalind  ye  raise." 

"  Ah  !  shepheards,  (then  said  Colin)  ye  ne  weet 
How  great  a  guilt  upon  your  heads  ye  draw. 
To  make  so  bold  a  doome,  with  words  unmeet. 
Of  thing  celestiall  which  ye  never  saw. 
For  she  is  not  like  as  the  other  crew 
Of  shepheards  daughters  which  emongst  you  bee. 
But  of  divine  regard  and  heavenly  hew. 
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lAColling  all  that  ever  ye  did  see. 
Not  then  to  her  that  scorned  thin^;  so  base, 
But  to  my  selte  the  blame  that  lookt  so  hie  : 
So  hie  her  th<)ui>iits  as  she  her  selfe  have  place, 
And  loath  eaei\  lowly  lhin<>-  with  loflie  eie. 
Yet  so  mueh  f>rae(   ht  her  vouchsafe  to  grant 
To  simple  sw  aiiie,  silh  her  1  may  not  love ; 
Yet  that  I  may  her  honour  paravant, 
And  praise  h(>r  worth,  though  lar  my  wit  above. 
Such  grace  shall  be'  some  guerdon  for  the  griefe, 
And  long  artliction  which  1  have  endured : 
Such  grace  sometimes  shall  give  me  some  relicfe. 
And  ease  of  paine  a\  hich  cannot  be  recured. 
And  ye,  my  fellow  shepheards,  which  do  see 
And  hear  the  languours  of  my  too  long  dying. 
Unto  the  world  for  ever  witnesse  bee, 
That  hers  I  die,  nought  to  the  world  denying. 
This  simple  trophe  of  her  great  conquest." — 

So,  having  ended,  he  from  ground  did  rise  ; 
And  after  him  uprose  eke  all  the  rest: 
All  loth  to  part,  but  that  the  glooming  skies 
Warnd  them  to  draw  their  bleating  flocks  to  rest. 
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ASTROPHEL. 

A  PASTOR  ALL  ELEGIE 

UPON   THE  DEATH  OF  THE   MOST   NOBLE  AND 
VALOROUS  KNIGHT,  SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY. 

DEDICATED  TO  THE  MOST  BEAUTIFUL  AND  VERTUOUS  LADIE, 
THE  COUNTESS  OF  ESSEX. 


Sbepbeards,  tbat  wont,  on  pipes  of  oaten  reed. 
Oft  times  to  plaine  your  loves  concealed  smart; 
And  with  your  piteous  layes  have  learnd  to  breed 
Compassion  in  a  countrey  lasses  bart : 
Hearken,  ye  gentle  sbepbeards,  to  my  song, 
And  place  my  dolefnll  plaint  your  plaints  emong. 

To  you  alone  I  sing  this  mournfull  verse, 
The  mourufulst  verse  that  ever  man  beard  tell  : 
To  you  whose  softened  hearts  it  may  empierse 
With  dolours  dart  for  death  of  Astrophel. 
To  you  I  sing  and  to  none  other  wight. 
For  well  1  wot  my  rymes  bene  rudely  digbt. 

Y'et  as  they  been,  if  any  nycer  wit 

Shall  bap  to  beare,  or  covet  them  to  read  • 

Thinke  he,  that  such  are  for  sucb  ones  most  fit. 

Made  not  to  please  the  living  but  the  dead. 

And  if  in  bim  found  pity  ever  place, 

Let  him  be  moov'd  to  pity  sucb  a  case. 


A  GENTLE  Shepheard  borne  in  Arcady, 
Of  gentlest  race  that  ever  shepheard  bore, 
About  the  grassie  bancks  of  Haemony, 
Did  keepe  his  sheep,  his  htle  stock  and  store. 
Full  carefully  he  kept  them  day  and  night, 
In  fairest  fields ;  and  Astrophel  he  hight. 
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Young  Astrophol,  thn  pride  of  shppheards  praise, 
Young  Astrophel,  tlie  rusticke  lasses  love  : 
Far  passing  all  the  pastors  of  his  daies, 
In  all  that  seemly  shcpheard  might  behove. 
In  one  thing  oncly  fayling  of  the  best, 
That  he  was  not  so  happie  as  the  rest. 

For  from  the  time  that  first  the  Nymph  his  mother 
Him  forth  did  bring,  and  taught  her  lambs  to  feed  ; 
A  sclender  swaine,  excelling  far  each  other. 
In  comely  shape,  hke  her  that  did  him  breed, 
He  grew  up  fast  in  goodnesse  and  in  grace. 
And  doubly  faire  woxe  both  in  mynd  and  face. 

Which  daily  more  and  more  he  did  augment. 
With  gentle  usage  and  demeanure  myld : 
That  all  mens  hearts  with  secret  ravishment 
He  stole  away,  and  weetingly  beguyld. 
Ne  Spight  it  selfe,  that  all  good  things  doth  spill, 
Found  ought  in  him,  that  she  could  say  was  ill. 

His  sports  were  faire,  his  ioyance  innocent. 
Sweet  without  sovvre,  and  houny  without  gall : 
And  he  himselfe  seemd  made  for  meriment, 
Merily  masking  both  in  bowre  and  hall. 
There  was  no  pleasure  nor  delightfuU  play, 
When  Astrophel  so  ever  was  away. 

For  he  could  pipe,  and  daunce,  and  caroll  sweet, 
Emongst  the  shepheards  in  their  shearing  feast ; 
As  somers  larke  that  with  her  song  doth  greet 
The  dawning  day  forth  comming  from  the  East. 
And  layes  of  love  he  also  could  compose  : 
Thrise  happie  she,  whom  he  to  praise  did  chose. 
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Full  many  Maytloiis  often  did  him  woo, 
Them  to  vouchsafe  emongst  his  rimes  to  name. 
Or  make  for  them  as  he  was  wont  to  doo 
Tor  her  that  did  his  lieart  with  love  inflame. 
For  which  they  promised  to  dight  for  him 
Gay  chapelets  of  tiowers  and  gyrlonds  trim. 

And  many  a  Nymph  both  of  the  wood  and  brooke, 
Sooue  as  his  oaten  pipe  began  to  shrill, 
Both  christall  wells  and  shadie  groves  forsooke, 
To  heare  the  charmes  of  his  enchanting  skill ; 
And  brought  him  ])resents,  flowers  if  it  were  prime. 
Or  mellow  fruit  if  it  were  liarvest  time. 

But  he  for  none  of  them  did  care  a  whit. 
Yet  Woodgods  for  them  often  sighed  sore  : 
Ne  for  their  gifts  uiiworthie  of  his  wit, 
Yet  not  unworthie  of  the  countries  store. 
For  one  alone  he  cared,  for  one  he  sigh't. 
His  lifes  desire,  and  his  deare  loves  deUght. 

Stella  the  faire,  the  fairest  star  in  skie. 

As  faire  as  Venus  or  the  fairest  faire, 

(A  fairer  star  saw  never  living  eie,) 

Shot  her  sharp  pointed  beanies  through  purest  aire. 

Her  he  did  love,  her  he  alone  did  honor, 

His  thoughts,  his  rimes,  his  songs  were  all  upon  her. 

To  her  he  vowd  the  service  of  his  daies. 
On  her  he  spent  the  riches  of  his  wit : 
For  her  he  made  hymnes  of  immortall  praise. 
Of  onely  her  he  sung,  he  thought,  he  writ. 
Her,  and  but  her,  of  love  he  worthie  deemed; 
For  all  the  rest  but  litle  he  esteemed. 
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Ne  her  with  ycUe  words  alone  he  wowed. 
And  verses  vaine,  (yet  verses  are  not  vaine,) 
But  with  brave  deeds  to  her  sole  service  vowed. 
And  bold  atchievements  he  did  entertaine. 
For  both  in  deeds  and  words  he  nourtred  was. 
Both  wise  and  hardie,  (too  hardie  alas  !) 

In  wrestling  nimble,  and  in  rennin;^  swift, 

In  shooting  steddie,  and  in  swimming  strong : 

Well  made  to  strike,  to  throw,  to  leape,  to  lift. 

And  all  the  sports  that  shepheards  are  emong. 

In  every  one  he  vancjuisht  every  one. 

He  vanquisht  all,  and  vancjuisht  was  of  none. 

Besides,  in  hunting  such  felicitie 

Or  rather  infelicitic  he  found. 

That  every  field  and  forest  far  away 

He  sought,  where  salvage  beasts  do  most  abound. 

No  beast  so  salvage  but  he  could  it  kill. 

No  chace  so  hard,  but  he  therein  had  skill. 

Such  skill,  niatcht  with  such  courage  as  he  had, 
Did  prick  him  foorth  with  proud  desire  of  praise 
To  seek  abroad,  of  daunger  nought  y'drad, 
His  mistresse  name,  and  his  owne  fame,  to  raise. 
What  needeth  peril  1  to  be  sought  abroad, 
Since,  round  about  us,  it  doth  make  aboad  ! 

It  fortuned  as  he  that  perilous  game 
In  forreine  soyle  pursued  far  away  ; 
Into  a  forest  wide  and  waste  he  came. 
Where  store  he  heard  to  be  of  salvage  pray. 
So  wide  a  forest  and  so  waste  as  this. 
Nor  famous  Ardeyn,  nor  fowle  Arlo,  is. 
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There  liis  welwoven  toyles,  and  subtil  traines, 
He  laid  the  Ijiutish  nation  to  enwrap : 
So  well  he  wrought  with  practise  and  with  paines. 
That  he  of  tliem  great  troups  did  soone  entrap. 
Full  happie  man  (niisweening  much)  was  hee. 
So  rich  a  spoile  within  his  power  to  see. 

Eftsoones,  all  lieedlesse  of  his  dearest  hale. 
Full  greedily  into  the  heard  he  thrust. 
To  slaughter  them,  and  worke  their  tinall  bale. 
Least  that  his  toyle  should  of  their  troups  be  brust. 
Wide  wounds  emongst  them  many  one  he  made. 
Now  with  his  sharp  borespear,  now  with  his  blade. 

His  care  was  all  how  he  them  all  might  kill, 

That  none  might  scape,  (so  partiall  unto  none:) 

111  mynd  so  much  to  mynd  anothers  ill. 

As  to  become  unmyndi'uU  of  his  owne. 

But  pardon  that  unto  the  cruell  skies. 

That  from  himselfe  to  them  withdrew  his  eies. 

So  as  he  rag'd  emongst  that  beastly  rout, 

A  cruell  beast  of  most  accursed  brood 

Upon  him  turnd,  (despeyre  makes  cowards  stout,) 

And,  with  fell  tooth  accustomed  to  blood. 

Launched  his  thigh  with  so  mischievous  might. 

That  it  both  bone  and  muscles  ry  ved  cpiight. 

So  deadly  was  the  dint  and  deep  the  wound. 
And  so  huge  streames  of  blood  thereout  did  flow, 
That  he  endured  not  the  direfull  stound, 
But  on  the  cold  deare  earth  himselfe  did  throw ; 
The  whiles  the  captive  heard  his  nets  did  rend. 
And,  haviiig  none  to  let,  to  wood  did  wend. 
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All!  wlierewPiP  yf  tJiiswliiWliisshoplioard  poarcs, 
To  wlioiii  alivo  was  nought  so  (Itaro  as  lice: 
And  yo  lain;  May  (Is,  IIk;  luntclH  s  of  liis  yeares, 
Which  in  his  i^Yncv  did  boast  yon  most  to  bee ! 
Ah!  where  were  yo,  when  he  of  you  had  need, 
To  stop  his  wound  that  wondronsly  did  bleed! 

Ah!  wi(«ch(>d  boy,  (he  shape  of  drcryhoad, 
And  sad  cnsaniplc  of  mans  suddi  in  end  : 
Tull  li(h'  f;iihlh  but  ihou  shalt  bo  dead, 
I'npitiod,  unplaynd,  of  foe  or  frond! 
AVhilest  none  is  ni^h,  thine  eylids  up  to  close, 
And  kisse  thy  lips  Viko  faded  leaves  of  rose. 

A  sort  of  shopheards  sowing  of  tlio  chace. 
As  they  the  foro'st  raunged  on  a  day. 
By  fate  or  fortune  came  unto  the  place, 
Whore  as  tho  lucklosso  boy  yet  blooding  lay ; 
Yet  bleeding  lay,  and  yet  would  still  have  bled. 
Had  not  good  hap  those  shephoards  thether  led. 

They  stopt  his  w  ound,  (too  late  to  stop  it  was !) 
And  in  their  ann(!s  tlu  ii  softly  did  him  reare  ; 
Tho  (as  ho  wild)  unto  his  lovod  Uisso, 
His  dear»>st  love,  him  dolefully  did  b(  are. 
Tho  dolefulst  biere  that  ever  man  did  see, 
AVas  Astrophel,  but  dearest  unto  moo  ! 

She,  when  slio  saw  lior  Love  in  such  a  plight, 
AVith  crudled  blood  and  tillhie  gore  deformed. 
That  wont  to  be  with  Howors  and  gyrlomls  dight, 
And  her  deare  favours  dearly  well  adorned ; 
Her  face,  the  fairest  face  that  eye  mote  see. 
She  likewise  did  doforme  like  him  to  boo. 
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Her  yellow  locks  that  shone  so  bright  and  long, 
As  sunny  beames  in  fairest  soniers  day. 
She  fiersly  tore,  and  with  outragious  wrong 
From  her  red  cheeks  the  roses  rent  away : 
And  her  faire  brest,  the  threasury  of  ioy, 
She  spoyld  thereof,  and  filled  with  annoy. 

His  palled  face,  impictured  with  death, 

She  bathed  oft  with  teares  and  dried  oft: 

And  with  sweet  kisses  suckt  the  wasting  breath 

Out  of  his  lips  like  lillies  pale  and  soft. 

And  oft  she  cald  to  him,  who  answerd  nought. 

But  onely  by  his  lookes  did  tell  his  thought. 

The  rest  of  her  impatient  regret. 
And  piteous  mone  the  which  she  for  him  made. 
No  toong  can  tell,  nor  any  forth  can  set. 
But  he  whose  heart  like  sorrow  did  invade. 
At  last,  when  paine  his  vatall  powres  had  spent. 
His  wasted  life  her  weary  lodge  forwent. 

Which  when  she  saw,  she  staied  not  a  whit. 
But  after  him  did  make  untimely  haste  : 
Forth  with  her  ghost  out  of  her  corps  did  flit. 
And  followed  her  make  like  turtle  chaste : 
To  prove  that  death  their  hearts  cannot  divide, 
Which  living  were  in  love  so  firmly  tide. 

The  gods,  which  all  things  see,  this  same  beheld. 
And,  pittying  this  paire  of  lovers  trew, 
Transformed  them  there  lying  on  the  field 
Into  one  flowre  that  is  both  red  and  blew : 
It  first  growes  red,  and  then  to  blew  doth  fade, 
Like  Astrophel,  which  thereinto  was  made. 
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And  ill  the  midst  thereof  a  star  appearcs, 
As  fairly  fornid  as  any  star  in  skyes : 
KesenibUng  Stella  in  her  freshest  yeares, 
Forth  (lartin<5  beanies  of  beautie  from  her  eyes: 
And  all  the  day  it  standeth  full  of  deow, 
Which  is  the  teaies,  that  from  her  eyes  did  flow. 

That  hearbe  of  some,  Starlight  is  cald  by  name. 

Of  others  Penthia,  thuii<^li  not  so  well: 

But  thou,  where  ever  thuu  doest  linde  the  same. 

From  this  day  forth  do  call  it  Astrophel : 

And,  when  so  ever  thou  it  up  doest  take. 

Do  pluck  it  softly  for  that  shepheards  sake. 

Hereof  when  tydings  far  abroad  did  passe. 
The  shepheards  all  which  loved  him  full  deare, 
And  sure  full  deare  of  all  he  loved  was. 
Did  thether  flock  to  see  what  they  did  heare. 
And  when  that  pitteous  spectacle  they  vewed. 
The  same  with  bitter  teares  they  all  bedewed. 

And  every  one  did  make  exceeding  mone, 
AVith  inward  anguish  and  great  griefe  opprest: 
And  every  one  did  weep  and  waile,  and  mone. 
And  meanes  deviz'd  to  shew  his  sorrow  best. 
That  from  that  houre,  since  flrst  on  grassie  greene 
Shepheards  kept  sheep,  was  not  like  mourning  seen. 

But  flrst  his  sister  that  Clorinda  hight, 
The  gentlest  shepheardesse  that  lives  this  day, 
And  most  resembling  both  in  shape  and  spright 
Her  brother  deare,  began  this  dolefull  lay. 
Which,  least  1  marre  the  sweetnesse  of  the  vearso. 
In  sort  as  she*  it  sung  1  will  rehearse. 

*  "  From  this  avowal,"  says  Mr.  Todd,  "  I  conclude  that 
Ihe  following  poem  was  not  written  by  Spenser,  but  by  t!ie 
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Ay  me,  to  whom  shall  I  my  case  complaine, 
That  may  compassinii  my  impatient  grieCe  ! 
Or  Avhcre  shall  1  uniokl  my  iiiwaid  paiiic, 
That  my  enriveu  lieait  may  lind  icliefe  ! 
Shall  I  unto  the  heavenly  powrcs  it  show? 
Or  unto  earthly  men  that  dwell  below  ? 

To  heavens?  ah  !  they  alas  !  the  authors  were, 

And  workers  of  my  unremedied  wo : 

For  they  foresee  what  to  us  happens  here, 

And  they  foresaw,  yet  suftVed  this  be  so. 

For  them  comes  good,  from  them  comes  also  il, 

That  which  they  made,  who  can  them  warne  to  spill ! 

To  men?  ah!  they  alas  like  wretched  bee, 
And  subiect  to  the  heavens  ordinance : 
Bound  to  abide  what  ever  they  decree. 
Their  best  redresse,  is  their  best  suii'erance. 
How  then  can  they,  like  wretched,  comfort  race, 
The  which  no  lesse  need  comforted  to  bee  ? 

Then  to  my  selfe  will  I  my  sorrow  mourne, 
Sith  none  alive  like  sorrowfull  remaines  : 
And  to  my  selfe  my  plaints  shall  back  retourne, 
To  pay  their  usury  with  doubled  paines. 
The  woods,  tl.e  hills,  the  rivers,  shall  resound 
The  mournfull  accent  of  my  sorrowes  ground. 

sister  of  Sir  Pliilip,  the  accomplished  Mary  Countess  of  Pem- 
broke, here  poetically  called  Clariiida.  We  have  already 
seen  tliat  she  was  particularly  skilled  in  poetry.  All  the 
subsequent  poems  on  the  death  of  Sir  Philip  are  eA'idently  a 
collection  brought  together  by  Spenser."' 
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Woods,  hills,  and  rivors,  now  arc  (Icsolate, 
Sitli  lie  is  {^oiic  tlio  wliicli  tlicni  all  did  j^iace: 
And  all  the  holds  do  waiU;  lh<ir  widow  stale, 
Sitli  death  their  laiiesl  flowre  did  late  deface. 
The  fairest  llowre  in  lield  that  ever  j^rcw, 
AVas  Astropliel ;  that  was,  wc  all  may  rew. 

What  cruell  hand  of  cursed  foe  unknowue, 

Ilalh  cropt  the  stalke  which  bore  so  faire  a  flowre? 

Lnliniely  eropt,  before  it  well  were  growno, 

And  cleane  defaced  in  untimely  howre. 

Great  lossc  to  all  that  ever  him  did  sec, 

Great  lossc  to  all,  but  j;ieatest  lossc  to  mec! 

Ureakc  now  your  p;yrlonds,  O  yc  shephcards  lasses, 
Sidi  the  faire  llowre,  which  tlicm  adornd,  is  gou: 
'J'he  flowre,  which  tlieni  adornd,  is  j^onc  to  ashes, 
Never  againe  let  lassc  i)ut  ^yrlond  on. 
In  stead  of  jjyrlond,  weare  sad  Cypres  nowc, 
And  bitter  Elder,  broken  from  the  bowc. 

Ne  ever  sing  the  lovc-layes  which  he  made, 
Who  ever  made  such  layes  of  love  as  hec  ? 
Ne  ever  read  the  riddles,  which  he  sayd 
Unto  your  selves,  to  make  you  niery  glee. 
Your  mery  glee  is  now  laid  all  abed, 
Your  mery  maker  now  alassc!  is  dead. 

Death,  the  devourer  of  all  worlds  dcligiit, 
llath  robbed  you,  and  reft  fro  me  my  ioy : 
Both  you  and  me,  and  all  the  world  he  (juight 
llath  robd  of  ioyaiice,  and  left  sad  annoy. 
Ioy  of  the  world,  and  slu^pheards  pride  was  bee! 
Shephcards,  hope  never  like  againe  to  see! 

Oh  Death !  that  hast  us  of  such  riches  reft, 
Tell  us  at  least,  w  hat  hast  thou  w  ith  it  done  ? 
^^  hat  is  become  of  him  whose  llowre  licre  left 
Is  but  the  shadow  of  his  likenesse  gone  ? 
Scarsc  like  the  shadow  of  that  which  he  was, 
Nought  like,  but  that  he  like  a  shade  did  pas. 
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But  that  immortall  spirit,  which  was  deckt 

With  all  tlie  dowries  ofcelestiall  grace, 

By  soveraine  chojce  from  th'  heveiily  quires  select, 

And  lineally  dcriv'd  from  Angels  race, 

O  !  wliat  is  now  of  it  become  aread. 

Ay  mc,  can  so  divine  a  thing  be  dead  ? 

Ah!  no:  it  is  not  dead,  ne  can  it  die, 
But  lives  for  aie,  in  blisfull  Paradise: 
Where  like  a  new-borne  babe  it  soft  doth  lie, 
In  bed  of  liliies  wrapt  in  tender  wise  ; 
And  con)past  all  about  with  roses  sweet, 
And  daintie  violets  from  head  to  feet. 

There  thousand  birds  all  ofcelestiall  brood, 

To  him  do  sweetly  caroll  day  and  night; 

And  with  straunge  notes,  of  him  well  understood, 

Lull  him  a  sleep  in  4ngelick  delight ; 

Whilest  in  sweet  drcame  to  him  presented  bee 

Immortall  beauties,  which  no  eye  may  see. 

But  he  them  sees  and  takes  exceeding  pleasure 
Of  their  divine  aspects,  appearing  plaine, 
And  kindling  love  in  him  above  all  measure, 
Sweet  love  still  ioyous,  never  feeling  paine. 
For  what  so  goodly  forme  he  there  doth  see. 
He  may  enioy  from  iealous  rancor  free. 

There  liveth  he  in  everlasting  blis. 

Sweet  Spirit  never  fearing  more  to  die: 

Ne  dreading  harme  from  any  foes  of  his, 

Ne  fearing  salvage  beasts  more  crucUie. 

Whilest  we  here,  wretches,  waile  his  private  lack. 

And  with  vaine  vowes  do  often  call  him  back. 

But  live  thou  there,  still  happie,  happie  Spirit, 
And  give  us  leave  thee  here  thus  to  lament! 
Not  thee  that  doest  thy  heavens  ioy  inherit. 
But  our  owne  selves  that  here  in  dole  are  drent. 
Thus  do  we  weep  and  waile,  and  wear  our  eies, 
Mourning,  in  others,  our  owne  miseries. 
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Which  wlion  slic  ondnl  liad,  another  swaine 
Of  gentle  wit  and  daintit-  sweet  device, 
Whom  Astrophel  full  deare  did  entertaino, 
AVhilest  here  he  hv'd,  and  lield  in  passing  price, 
1  light  Thestylis,  began  his  mournfull  tourne  : 
And  made  the  Muses  in  his  song  to  mourne. 

And  after  liim  full  many  other  moe, 

As  everie  one  in  order  lovd  him  best, 

Cian  dight  themselves  t'  expresse  their  inward  woo, 

With  dolefull  layes  unto  the  time  addrest. 

The  which  1  here  in  order  will  rehearse, 

As  fittest  flowrcs  to  deck  his  mournfull  hearse. 
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Come  forth,  ye  Nymphes,  come  fortii,  forsake  your 

watry  bowrcs, 
Forsake  your  mossy  caves,  and  licl|)  mc  to  lament: 
Help  mc  to  tune  my  dolefull  notes  to  gurgliiij;  sound 
Of  Liilics  tumbling  streames  :  Come,  let  salt  teares 

of  ours, 
Mix  M  ith  his  waters  fresh.     O  come,  let  one  consent 
loyne  us  to  mourne  with  wailfull  plaints  the  deadly 

wound  [i't*s. 

Which  fatull  clap  hath  made  ;  decreed  by  higher  pow- 
Tlic  drecry  day  in  which  they  have  from  us  yrcnt 
The  noblest  plant  that  might  from  East  to  West  be 

loinul,  [wofull  end, 

Mourne,  mourn,  great  Phillips  fall,  mourn  we  his 

*  By  Loilowick.  Bryskett,  a  friend  of  Spenser. 
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Whom  spiteful!  death  hath  pluct  untimely  from  the 
tree,  [frute. 

Whiles  yet  his  yeares  in  flowre  did  promise  worthie 
Ah  dreadful  Mars,  why  didst  tliou  not  thy  knight 
defend  ?  [thee 

W^ilh  wrathftdl  mood,  what  fault  of  ours,  hath  moved 
Of  sueh  a  shining  iigiit  to  leave  us  destitute? 
Thou  with  benigne  aspeet  sometime  didst  us  behold, 
Thou  hast  in  Britons  valour  taiie  delight  of  old. 
And  with  thy  presence  oft  vouchsaft  to  attribute 
Fame  and  renowme  to  ns  for  glorious  martiall  deeds. 
But  now  thy  ireful  hemes  have  chill'd  our  harts  with 
cold ;  [land  : 

Thou  hast  estrang'd  thy  self,  and  deignest  not  our 
Farre  otf  to  others  now  thy  favour  honour  breeds. 
And  higii  disdaine  doth  cause  thee  shun  our  clime,  {I 
feare;)  [hand, 

For  hadst  thou  not  bene  wroth,  or  that  time  neare  at 
Thou  wouldst  have  heard  the  cry  that  wofuU  England 

made  ; 
Eke  Zelands  piteous  plaints,  and  Hollands  torcn  lieare, 
W^ould  haply  have  appeas'd  thy  divine  angry  mynd : 
Thou  shouldst  have  seen  the  trees  refuse  to  yeeld 

their  shade. 
And  wailing  to  let  fall  the  honor  of  their  head; 
And  birds  in  mournfull  tunes  lamentingintheirkinde. 
Up  from  his  tombe  the  mightie  Corincus  rose, 
Who  cursing  oft  the  fates  that  this  mishap  had  bred, 
His  hoary  locks  he  tare,  calling  the  heavens  unkinde. 
The  Tiiames  was  heard  to  roare,  the  Reyne  and  eke 
the  Mose,  [rue. 

The  Schald,the  Danowselfe,  this  great  mischance  did 
With  torment  and  with  grief:  their  fountains  pure 
and  cleere  [woes. 

W^ere  troubled,  and  with  swelling  flouds  declar'd  their 
The  Muses  comfortlcs,  the  Nymphs  with  paled  hue, 
The   Silvan  gods  likewise,  came  running  farre  and 
ueere, 
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And  all  with  tearcs  bedeawd,  and  oj  cs  cast  up  on  liie  ; 
O  liclp,  O  lielp,  yc  "[ods,  tlicy  ghastly  gan  to  cnc. 
O  cliaiinge  the  crnell  late  of  this  so  rare  a  wight. 
And  graunt  that  natures  course  may  measure  out  his 
age.  ['"'b'. 

The  beasts  their  foode  forsookc,  and,  trembling  fear- 
Each  sought  bis  cave  or  den,  this  cry  did  them  so  friglit. 
Out  from  amid  the  waves,  by  storme  then  stirr'd  to  rage, 
This  crie  did  cause  to  rise  th'  old  father  Ocean  lioare, 
Who  grave  with  eld,  and  full  of  maiestie  in  siglit. 
Spake  in  tiiis  wise.  "  Refrain  (quoth  he)  your  teares 
and  plaints,  [more. 

Cease  these  your  idle  words,  make  vaine  requests  no 
No  humble  speech,  nor  mone,  may  move  the  fixe<l  stint. 
Of  destinie  or  death:   Such  is  his  will  that  paints 
The  earth  with  colours  fresli ;  the  darkest  skies  with 
store  [Hint 

Of  starry  lights:    And  though  your  teares  a  hart  of 
Might  tender  make,  yet  nought  herein  they  will  i)re- 
vaile."  [to  feeic 

Whiles  thus  he  said,  the  nol)le  knight,  who  gan 
His  vitall  force  to  faint,  and  death  with  cruell  dint 
Of  direfull  dart  his  mortall  bodie  to  assaile,  [steele. 
With  eyes  lift  up  to  licav'n,  and  courage  franke  as 
With  cheerfull  face,  where  valour  lively  was  exprest. 
But  humble  mynd,  he  said.  "  O  Lord,  if  ought  this 
fraile  [vaunce ; 

And  earthly  carcasse  have  thy  service  sought  I' ad- 
If  my  desire  have  bene  still  to  relieve  th'  opprcst; 
If  iusticc  to  mainlaine  that  valour  I  have  spent 
Which  thou  me  gav'st;  or  if  henceforth  I  might  ad- 
vaunce  [think  best  ; 

Thy  name,  thy  truth,  then  spare  me  (Lord)  if  thou 
Forbeare  these  unripe  yeares.  But  if  thy  will  be  bent. 
If  that  prefixed  time  be  come  which  thou  hast  set ; 
Through  pure  and  fervent  faith,  I  hope  now  to  be  plast 
In  th'  everlasting  blis,  which  witli  thy  precious  blood 
Thou  purchase  didst  for  us."  NMth  that  a  sigh  he  set, 
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And  straii^ht  a  cloiulie  mist  his  sciices  overcast; 
His  lips  waxt  pale  and  wan,  like  damaskc  roses  bud 
Cast  from  tlic  stalkc,  or  like  in  field  to  pnrple  flowre, 
Which  lani^uisheth  hc\n^  slued  by  cnlter  as  it  past. 
A  trembling  chilly  cold  ran  throgh  their  vcines,  which 

were 
With  eies  brimfull  of  teares  to  see  his  fatall  howre, 
Whose  binstring  sighes  at  first  their  sorrow  did  de- 
clare, 
Next,  murmuring  ensude;  at  last  they  not  forbeare 
Plainc  outcries,  all  against  the  heav'ns  that  enviously 
Dcpriv'd  us  of  a  spright  so  perfect  and  so  rare. 
The  Sun  bis  lightsom  beames  did  shrowd,  and  bide 

bis  face 
For  griefe,  whereby  the  earth  feared  night  eternally : 
The  mountaines  eachwherc  shooke,  the  rivers  turu'd 

their  streames. 
And  th'  aire  gan  wintcrlike  to  rage  and  fret  apace : 
And  grisly  ghosts  by  night  were  scene,  and  fierie 

gleames, 
Amid  the  clouds  with  claps  of  thunder,  that  did  seenie 
To  rent  the  skies,  and  made  both  man  and  beast  afeard : 
The  birds  of  ill  presage  this  iucklesse  chance  foretold, 
By  dernfuU  noise;  and  dogs  with  howling  made  man 

dcenie 
Some  mischief  was  at  hand :  for  such  they  do  csteeme 
As  tokens  of  mishap,  and  so  have  done  of  old. 

Ah !  that  thou  hadst  but  heard  his  lovely  Stella  plaine 
Her  grecvous  lossc,  or  scene  her  heavie  mourning 

cheere. 
While  she,  with  woe  opprest,  her  sorrowes  did  unfold. 
Her  haire  hung  lose,  neglect,  about  iier  shoulders 

twaine ;  [so  deere 

And  from  those  two  briglit  starres,  to  him  sometime 
Her  heart  sent  drops  of  pearle,  which  fell  in  foyson 

downe  [paine, 

Twixt  lilly  and  the  rose.    She  wroong  her  hands  with 
And  pitcously  gan  say:  "  Mytrueandfaithfull  pheere. 
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Alas,  and  woe  is  me,  wliy  should  my  fortune  frowno 
On  me  thus  frowarclly  to  rol)  me  of  my  ioy ! 
What  rruell  envious  hand  hath  taken  thee  away, 
And  with  thee  my  content,  my  comfort,  and  my  stay? 
'I'hou  onelie  wast  the  ease  of  tronhle  and  annoy, 
When  they  did  me  assaile  ;  in  thee  my  ho|)es  did  rest. 
Alas,  what  now  is  left  hut  grief,  that  nif^ht  and  day 
Alllicts  this  wofull  life,  and  witii  continnall  rage 
Torments  ten  thousand  waies  my  miserable  brest! 

0  grcedie  envious  lieav'n,  what  needed  thee  to  have 
Enricht  with  such  a  lewell  this  unhappie  age  ; 

To  take  it  back  againe  so  soone  !  Alas,  when  shall 
Mine  eies  see  ought  that  may  content  them,  since  thy 

grave, 
My  onely  treasure,  hides  the  ioyes  of  my  poore  hart! 
As  here  with  thee  on  earth  I  liv'd,  even  so  ecpiall 
Me  thinkes  it  were  with  thee  in  heav'n  I  did  abide: 
And  as  our  troubles  all  we  here  on  earth  did  part, 
So  reason  would  that  there  of  thy  most  happie  state 

1  had  my  share.     Alas,  if  thou  my  trustie  guide 
Were  wont  to  be,  how  canst  thou  leave  me  thus  alone 
In  darknesse  and  astray  ;  weake,  wcarie,  desolate, 
Plung'd  in  a  world  of  woe,  refusing  for  to  take 

Me  with  thee  to  the  place  of  rest  where  thou  art  gone !" 
This  said,  she  held  her  peace,  for  sorrow  tide  her  toong ; 
And  insteed  of  more  words,  seemd  that  her  eies  a  lake 
Of  teares  had  bene,  they  flow'd  so  plentcously  therefro : 
And,  with  her  sobs  and  sighs,  th'  aire  round  about 

her  roong. 

If  Venus,  when  she  waild  her  deare  Adonis  slaine, 

Ought  moov'd  in  thy  fiers  hart  compassion  of  her  woe. 

His  noble  sisters  plaints,  her  sighes  and  teares  emong. 

Would  sure  have  made  thee  milde,  and  inly  rue  her 

paine  : 
Aurora  halfe  so  faire  her  sclfe  did  never  show. 
When,  from  old  Tithons  bed,  shee  weeping  did  arise. 
The  blinded  areher-boy,  like  larke  in  showre  of  raine. 
Sat  bathing  of  his  wings,  and  glad  the  time  did  spend 
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Under  those  cristall  drops,  which  fell  from  her  faire 
eics ;  [wise. 

And  at  their  briglitest  boamcs  him  proynd  in  lovely 
Yet  soric  for  her  grief,  which  he  could  not  amend, 
The  gentle  boy  gan  wipe  iier  eics,  and  clear  those  lights, 
Those  lights  tlirough  which  his  glory  and  his  con- 
quests shine.  [of  gold. 
The  Graces  tuckt  her  hair,  wliicii  hung  like  threds 
Along  her  yvorie  brest,  the  treasure  of  delights. 
All  things  with  her  to  weep,  it  seemed,  did  encline, 
The  trees,  the  hills,  the  dales,  the  caves,  the  stones 

so  cold.  [and  mist, 

Theaire  did  help  them  raourne,with  dark  clouds, raine, 
Forbearing  many  a  day  to  clcarc  it  selfe  againe; 
Which  made  them  eftsoones  feare  the  daies  of  Pirrha 

shold 
Of  creatures  spoile  the  earth,their  fatall  threds  untwist. 
For  Phoebus  gladsome  raies  were  wished  for  in  vaine, 
And  with  her  cpiivering  ligiit  Latonas  daughter  faire, 
And  Charles-waiue  eke  refus'd  to  be  the  shipmans 

guide.  [traine. 

On  Neptune  warre  was  made  by  Aeolus  and  his  traine. 
Who,  letting  loose  the  winds,  tost  and  tormented  th' 

aire. 
So  that  on  ev'ry  coast  men  shipwrack  did  abide. 
Or  else  were  swallowed  up  in  open  sea  with  waves. 
And  such  as  came  toshoare  were  beaten  with  despaire. 
The  Medwaies  silver  streames,  that  wont  so  still  to 

slide,  [caves, 

Were  troubled  now  and  wrothe ;  whose  hidden  hollow 
Along  his  banks  with  fog  then  shrowded  from  mans 

eye. 
Ay  Phillip  did  resownd,  aie  Phillip  they  did  crie. 
His  Nimphs  were  seen  no  more  (thogh  custom  stil  it 

craves)  [sport. 

With  haire  spred  to  the  wynd  themselves  to  bath  or 
Or  with  the  hooke  or  net,  barefooted  wantonly. 
The  pleasant  daiutie  fish  to  entangle  or  deceive. 
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Tlie  slioplieaids  lolY  lluir  woiifcil  places  of  rcsorl, 
'J'licir  bagpipes  now  were  still ;  their  loviiiu;m(iy  lajcs 
A\  crc  fjiiifc  toif^ot ;  and  now  tlicir  Hocks  nun  might 

jKMccive 
To  wander  and  to  slraie,  all  carclcsly  neglect. 
And,  in  tlic  stead  of  mirth  and  pleasure,  nif^hts  and 

daycs  [unil  mone. 

Nought  els  Mas  to  he  heard,  l)ut  woes,  complaints, 

But  thou  (O  blessed  soule!)  doest  haply  not  respect 

These  teares  we  shead,  though  full  of  loving  pure 

alfect, 
Having  allixt  thine  eyes  on  that  most  glorious  tlirone, 
Where  full  of  maicstie  the  High  Creator  reigncs; 
In  whose  bright  sinning  face  thy  ioycs  arc  all  complete, 
Whose  love  kindles  thy  spright;  where,  happic  alwaics 

one. 
Thou  li'vst  in  blis  that  earthly  passion  never  staines ; 
AVhere  from  the  purest  spring  the  sacred  Nectar  swectc 
Is  thy  eontinualldrinke;  where  thou  doest  gather  now 
Of  well  eniploied  lile  th'  inestimable  gaines. 
"J'iicre  Venus  on  thee  smiles,  Apollo  gives  thee  place, 
And  Mars  in  reverent  wise  doth  to  thy  vertue  bow, 
And  decks  his  fiery  sphere,  to  do  thee  honour  most. 
In  higliest  part  wliereof,  thy  valour  for  to  grace, 
A  chaire  of  gold  he  setts  to  thee,  and  there  doth  tell 
Thy  noble  acts  arew,  whereby  even  they  that  boast 
Themselves  of  auncient  fame,  as  Pirrhus,  Hanniball, 
Scipio,  and  Ca'sar,  with  the  rest  that  <lid  excell 
In  martiall  prowesse,  high  thy  glorie  do  admire. 

All  haile,  therefore,  O  wortliic  Phillij)  immortall. 
The  flowre  of  Sydneyes  race,  the  honour  of  thy  name  ! 
A^  hose  worthie  praise  to  sing,  my  31uses  not  aspire, 
r.ut  sorrowful  1  and  sad  these  teares  to  thee  let  fall, 
Yet  wish  their  verses  might  so  farre  and  wide  thy  fame 
Extend,  that  envies  rage,  nor  time,  might  end  the  same. 
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LYCON — COLIN. 

Colin,  well  fits  thy  sad  cheare  this  sad  stownd. 
This  wofull  stownd,  wherein  all  things  complaine 
This  great  mishap,  this  greevous  losse  of  owres. 
Hear'st  thou  the  Grown?  how  with  hollow  sownd 
He  slides  away,  and  murmnring  doth  plaine, 
And  seeraes  to  say  unto  the  fading  flowres. 
Along  his  bankes,  unto  the  bared  trees; 
Phillisides  is  dead.     Up,  lolly  swaine, 
Thou  that  with  skill  canst  tune  a  dolefull  lay. 
Help  him  to  mourn.     My  hart  with  grief  doth  freese. 
Hoarse  is  my  voice  with  crying,  else  a  part 
Sure  would  I  beare,  though  rude:  But,  as  I  may, 
With  sobs  and  sighes  I  second  will  thy  song, 
And  so  expresse  the  sorrowes  of  my  hart. 

Colin.  Ah  Lycon,  Lycon,  what  need  skill,  to  teach 
A  grieved  mynd  powre  forth  his  plaints  !  how  long 
Hath  the  pore  turtle  gon  to  school  (weencst  thou) 
To  learne  to  mourne  her  lost  make !  No,  no,  each 
Creature  by  nature  can  tell  how  to  waile. 
Seest  not  these  flocks,  how  sad  they  wander  now? 

*  The  signatare  to  this  poem  is  L.  B.,  that  is,  Lodowick 
Bryskett.  Mr.  Warton's  conjecture,  tliat  Lord  Brooke  might 
be  the  persou  designed  by  those  initials,  cannot,  I  believe, 
be  supported. 
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Seemctli  Iheir  leaders  bell  their  bleating  tunes 
In  dolefull  sound.     Like  liim,  not  one  doth  lailc 
With  haiiu;inf^  head  to  shew  a  heavie  chcare, 
What  bird  (I  pray  thee)  hast  thou  seen,  that  prunes 
Himselle  of  late?  did  any  cheerfull  note 
Come  to  thine  cares,  or  {gladsome  si<;ht  appeare 
Unto  thine  eies,  since  that  same  fatall  howre? 
Hath  not  the  aire  put  on  his  mournin<^  coat, 
And  testified  his  grief  with  flowing  teares? 
Sith  then,  it  seemeth  each  thing  to  his  povvre 
Doth  us  invite  to  make  a  sad  consort ; 
Come,  let  us  ioyne  our  mournluil  song  with  theirs. 
Griefe  will  endite,  and  sorrow  will  enforce, 
Thy  voice;  and  eccho  will  our  words  report. 

Lycon.  Though  my  rude  rymes  ill  with  thy  verses 
That  others  farre  excell ;  yet  will  I  force        [frame, 
]VIy  selfe  to  answere  thee  the  best  I  can. 
And  lionor  my  base  Mords  with  his  high  name. 
But  if  my  ])lairits  annoy  thee  where  thou  sit 
In  secret  shade  or  cave ;  vouchsafe  (O  Pan) 
To  pardon  me,  and  hear  this  hard  constraint 
With  patience  while  I  sing,  and  pittic  it. 
And  eke  ye  rurall  Muses,  that  do  dwell 
In  these  wilde  woods;  if  ever  piteous  plaint 
We  did  endite,  or  tauglit  a  wofull  minde 
With  words  of  pure  alVect  his  griefe  to  tell, 
Instruct  me  now.     Now,  Colin,  then  goe  on, 
And  I  will  follow  thee,  though  farrc  beliindc. 

Colin.  Fhillisides  is  dead.     O  harmfull  death, 
O  deadly  harme!   Unhappio  Albion, 
When  Shalt  thou  see,  cmong  thy  shepheards  all. 
Any  so  sage,  so  perfect?   Whom  uneatli 
Envie  could  touch  for  vertuous  life  and  skill; 
Curteous,  valiant,  and  libcrall. 
Behold  the  sacred  Pales,  where  with  hairc 
Untrust  she  sitts,  in  shade  of  yonder  hill. 
And  her  faire  face,  bent  sadly  downe,  doth  send 
A  floud  of  teares  to  bathe  the  earth  ;  and  there 

VOL.  VIL  I 
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Dotii  call  the  lieav'ns  despiglitfiill,  envious, 
Crucll  his  fate,  that  made  so  short  an  end 
Of  that  same  life,  well  worthie  to  Iiave  bene 
Prolongd  witli  many  yeaics,  happie  and  famous. 
The  Nymphs  and  Oreades  her  round  about 
Do  sit  lamenting  oil  the  grassie  grene ; 
And  witli  shrill  cries,  beating  their  whitest  brests, 
Accuse  the  direfull  dart  that  death  sent  out 
To  give  the  fatall  stroke.     The  starres  they  blame. 
That  deafe  or  carclesse  seeme  at  their  request. 
The  pleasant  shade  of  stately  groves  they  shun ; 
They  leave  their  cristall  springs,  where  they  wont  frame 
Sweet  bowres  of  rayrtel  twigs  and  lawrel  faire, 
To  sport  themselves  free  from  the  scorching  sun. 
And  now  the  hollow  caves  where  honor  darke 
Doth  dwell,  whence  banisht  is  the  gladsome  aire. 
They  seeke;  and  there  in  mourning  spend  their  time 
With  wailfull  tunes,w]iiles  wolves  do  howie  and  barkc, 
And  seem  to  beare  a  bourdon  to  their  plaint. 

Lycon.  Phillisides  is  dead.     O  dolefuU  ryrae ! 
Why  should  my  toong  expresse  thee?  who  is  lelt 
Now  to  uphold  thy  hopes,  when  ihey  do  faint, 
Lycon  unfortunate  !  What  spitefull  fate. 
What  lucklesse  destinie,  hath  thee  bereft 
Of  thy  chief  comfort ;  of  thy  onely  stay ! 
Where  is  become  thy  wonted  hai)pie  state, 
(Alas !)  wherein  through  many  a  hiil  and  dale. 
Through  pleasant  woods,  and  many  an  unknowuc  way, 
Along  the  bankes  of  many  silver  strcames. 
Thou  with  him  yodest ;  and  with  iiim  didst  scale 
The  craggie  rocks  of  th'Alpes  and  Appenine! 
Still  with  the  Muses  sj)orting,  while  those  beamcs 
Of  vertue  kindled  in  his  noble  brest, 
W^hich  after  did  so  gloriously  forth  shine  ! 
But  (woe  is  me!)  they  now  yr]ueiiehod  are        * 
All  suddcinly,  and  death  hath  them  oi>prest. 
Loe  fether  Neptune,  with  sad  countenance, 
How  he  sitts  mourning  on  the  strond  now  bare, 
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Yonder,  where  tli'  Ocean  with  liis  rolling?  waves 
The  wliitc  foete  washetli  (\vailiii<i;  tliis  niischuuce) 
Of  Dover  clilles.     His  sacred  skirt  about 
The  sea-pods  all  are  set;  from  their  moist  eaves 
All  for  his  coiiilort  {gathered  there  they  be. 
1'he  Thamis  rich,  the  llnmber  rouf!;h  and  stout, 
The  liuitfiill  Severne,  with  the  rest  are  come 
To  heipe  their  lord  to  monrne,  and  eke  to  see 
The  doleful  I  sight,  and  sad  pomp  funerall, 
Of  the  dead  corps  passinjj  throuj^h  liis  kingdorae. 
And  all  their  heads,  with  cypres  gyrlonds  crown'd, 
With  wofull  shrikes  salute  him  great  and  small. 
Eke  Mailfull  I^ceho,  forgetting  her  dearc 
Narcissus,  their  last  accents  doth  resownd. 

Colin,  Phillisides  is  dead.     O  lucklesse  age; 
O  widow  world;  O  brookes  and  fountains  clecre  ; 
O  hills,  O  dales,  O  woods,  that  oft  have  rong 
"With  his  sweet  caroling,  which  could  asswage 
The  fiercest  wrath  of  tygre  or  of  beare: 
Ye  Silvans,  Fawnes,  and  Satyres,  that  emong 
These  thickets  oft  have  daunst  after  his  i)ipe; 
Ye  Nymphs  and  Nayades  with  golden  hcare, 
'J'hat  oft  have  left  your  purest  cristall  springs 
To  barken  to  his  layes,  that  eoulden  wipe 
Away  all  griefe  and  sorrow  from  your  harts: 
Alas!  who  now  is  left  that  like  him  sings? 
When  shall  you  hearc  againe  like  harmonic  ? 
So  sweet  a  sownd  who  to  you  now  imparts? 
Loe  where  engraved  by  his  hand  yet  lives 
The  name  of  Stella  in  yonder  bay  tree, 
Happie  natne  !  hai)pie  tree  !  faire  may  you  grow, 
And  spred  your  sacred  branch,  w  hich  Iionor  gives 
To  famous  l^mperours,  and  Poets  crowne. 
Unhappie  (lock  that  wander  scattred  now, 
What'marvell  if  through  grief  ye  woxen  leanc, 
Forsake  your  food,  and  hang  your  heads  adowne! 
For  such  a  slieplieard  never  sliall  you  guide, 
Whose  parting  hath  of  wcale  bereft  you  cleauc. 
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Lycon.  Pliillisides  is  dead.     O  liappie  sprite, 
That  now  in  heav'n  with  blessed  soiiles  doest  bide: 
Looke  down  a  wliile  from  where  thoii  silst  above, 
And  see  how  biisie  shepiieards  be  to  eiidife 
Sad  songs  of  grief,  their  sorrowes  to  declare, 
And  gratefull  memory  of  their  kj  iid  love. 
Behold  my  selfe  with  Colin,  gentle  swaine, 
(Whose  lerned  Muse  thou  cherisht  most  whyleare,) 
Where  we,  thy  name  recording,  seeke  to  ease 
The  inward  torment  and  tormenting  paine, 
That  thy  departure  to  us  both  hath  bred; 
Ne  can  each  others  sorrow  yet  appease. 
Behold  the  fountains  now  left  desolate, 
And  withred  grasse  with  cypres  boughes  be  spred ; 
Behold  these  tloures  which  on  thy  grave  we  strew ; 
Which,  faded,  shew  the  givers  faded  state, 
(Though  eke  they  shew  their  fervent  zeale  and  pure,) 
"Whose  onely  comfort  on  thy  welfare  grew. 
Whose  praiers  importune  shall  the  heav'ns  for  ay, 
That,  to  thy  ashes,  rest  they  may  assure: 
That  learnedst  shepheards  honor  may  thy  name 
With  yeerly  praises,  and  the  Nymphs  alway 
Thy  tomb  may  deck  with  fresh  and  sweetest  flowres; 
And  that  for  ever  may  endure  thy  fame. 

Colin.  The  Sun  (lo!)  hastned  hath  his  face  to  steep 
In  western  waves;  and  th'  aire  with  stormy  showres 
Warnes  us  to  drive  homewards  our  silly  sheep : 
Lycon,  lett's  rise,  and  take  of  them  good  keep. 

Virtute  summn:  ceeterafortuna. 
LB. 
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As  then,  no  wiiido  at  all  there  blow, 
No  sweUing;  cloiulc  accloid  the  aire; 
The  skic,  like  glasse  of  ^vatehct  iiew, 
RcHectcd  Piia^bus  golden  hairc; 
The  garnislit  tree  no  pendant  stird, 
No  voice  was  heard  of  anie  bird. 

There  niigiit  you  sec  the  burly  Bearc, 
The  Lion  king,  the  Elcpiiant; 
The  maiden  L  nicorne  was  there, 
So  was  Acteons  horned  plant. 
And  what  of  wilde  or  tame  are  found, 
"Were  coucht  in  order  on  the  ground. 

Alcides  speckled  poplar  tree. 
The  palme  that  INIonarehs  do  obtaine. 
With  love-inice  slaind  the  mull)cric, 
The  fruit  that  dewcs  the  poets  brainc; 
And  Pliiilis  jihilbert  there  away, 
Coniparde  with  mirfic  and  the  bay. 

The  tree  that  collins  doth  adorne, 
"With  stately  height  tiireatning  the  skie; 
And,  for  tiie  bed  of  Love  forlorne. 
The  l)!acke  and  dolefuU  Ebonie; 
All  in  a  cirele  compast  were, 
Like  to  au  ampitheater. 

*  This  poem  was  written  by  Matthew  Roydon,  as  we  are 
infonued  in  Nash's  Preface  to  Greene's  Arcadia,  aud  in  Engl. 
Parnassus. 
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Upon  the  brandies  of  those  trees, 

The  airie-winffcd  people  sat, 

Distinguished  in  od  degrees. 

One  sort  is  this,  another  that. 

Here  Philoraell,  that  knowes  full  -vvell 

What  force  and  wit  in  love  doth  dwell. 

The  skiebred  Eagle,  roiall  bird, 
Percht  there  upon  an  oake  above  ; 
The  Turtle  by  him  never  stird. 
Example  of  immortall  love. 
The  swan  that  sings,  about  to  dy. 
Leaving  Meander  stood  thereby. 

And,  that  which  was  of  woonder  most. 
The  Phoenix  left  sweet  Arabic; 
And,  on  a  Caedar  in  this  coast, 
Built  up  her  tonibe  of  spicerie, 
As  I  coniecture,  by  the  same 
Preparde  to  take  her  dying  flame. 

In  midst  and  center  of  this  plot, 
I  saw  one  groveling  on  the  grasse  : 
A  man  or  stone,  I  knew  not  that ; 
No  stone;  of  man  the  figure  was. 
And  yet  I  could  not  count  him  one. 
More  than  the  image  made  of  stone. 

At  length  I  might  perceive  him  reare 
His  bodie  on  his  elbow  end : 
Earthly  and  pale  with  ghastly  chearc. 
Upon  his  knees  he  upward  tend. 
Seeming  like  one  in  uncouth  stound, 
To  be  ascending  out  the  ground. 

A  grievous  sigh  forthwith  he  throwes. 
As  might  have  torne  the  vitall  strings; 
Then  down  his  cheeks  the  teares  so  flows, 
As  doth  the  streame  of  many  springs. 
So  thunder  rends  the  cloud  in  twaine, 
And  makes  a  passage  for  the  raine. 
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Inconlincnl,  with  trcmblin;?  sound, 
He  wofiilly  f!;nn  lo  complainc; 
Such  were  the  accents  as  inij^lit  wound, 
And  tcarc  a  diamond  rorkc  in  twaine ; 
After  his  throbs  did  somewhat  stay, 
Thus  heavily  he  gan  lo  say. 

O  sunne!  (said  he)  seeing  the  sunne, 
On  wrctciicd  me  why  dost  thou  shine, 
My  star  is  lalne,  my  comfort  done, 
Out  is  the  a|)i)io  of  my  eine ; 
Shine  upon  those  possessc  delight, 
And  let  me  live  in  endlesse  might. 

0  griefe  that  liest  upon  ray  soule, 
As  heavie  as  a  mount  of  lead, 
The  remnant  of  my  life  controll. 
Consort  me  quickly  witli  the  dead  ; 
Ifalfe  of  tiiis  hart,  this  sprite,  and  will, 
Di'de  in  the  brest  of  Astrophill. 

And  you,  compassionate  of  my  wo. 
Gentle  birds,  beasts,  and  shadie  trees, 

1  am  assurde  ye  long  to  kno 
AVhat  be  the  sorrowcs  mc  agrecv's  ; 
Listen  ye  then  to  that  insu'th. 

And  heare  a  tale  of  teares  and  ruthe. 

You  knew,  wlio  knew  not  Astrophill  ? 
(That  I  siiould  live  to  say  I  knew. 
And  have  not  in  possession  still !) 
Things  knowne  permit  me  to  renew, 
Of  him  you  know  his  merit  such, 
I  cannot  say,  you  heare,  too  much. 

Within  these  woods  of  Arcadie, 

He  chiefe  delight  and  pleasure  tooke, 

And  on  the  mountaine  Parthenie, 

Upon  the  ehrystall  liquid  brooke. 

The  JNIuses  met  him  ev'ry  day. 

That  taught  him  sing,  to  write,  and  say. 
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When  he  descended  downe  to  tlie  mount, 
His  personage  seemed  most  divine, 
A  thousand  graces  one  might  count, 
Upon  liis  lovely  cheerfuil  cine  ; 
To  hearc  him  spcake  and  sweetly  smile, 
You  were  in  Paradise  the  while. 

A  sweet  attractive  kinde  of  grace, 
A  full  assurance  given  by  lookes, 
Continuall  comfort  in  a  face, 
The  lineaments  of  Gospell  bookes, 
I  trowe  that  countenance  cannot  lie. 
Whose  thoughts  arc  legible  in  the  eie. 

Was  never  eie  did  sec  that  face. 
Was  never  eare  did  heare  that  tong, 
Was  never  minde  did  minde  his  grace. 
That  ever  thougiit  the  travell  long ; 
But  eies,  and  cares,  and  ev'ry  thought, 
Were  with  his  svveete  perfections  caught. 

O  God,  that  such  a  worthy  man, 
In  whom  so  rare  desarts  did  raigne, 
Desired  thus,  must  leave  us  than, 
And  we  to  wish  for  him  in  vaine ! 
O  could  the  stars,  that  bred  that  wit. 
In  force  no  longer  fixed  sit ! 

Then  being  fild  with  learned  dew, 
The  Muses  willed  him  to  love ; 
That  instrument  can  aptly  shew, 
How  finely  our  conceits  will  move  ; 
As  Bacchus  opes  dissembled  harts, 
So  Love  sets  out  our  better  parts. 

Stella,  a  Nymph  within  this  wood, 
Most  rare  and  rich  of  heavenly  blis. 
The  highest  in  his  fancie  stood, 
And  she  could  well  demerite  this ; 
Tis  likely  they  ac<|uainted  soone; 
He  was  a  Sun,  and  she  a  Moone. 
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Our  Astropliill  did  Stella  love ; 
O  Stella,  vaunt  of  Astropliill, 
Albeit  tliy  graces  <j;ods  may  move, 
Where  wilt  thou  liiide  an  Astropliill ! 
The  rose  and  lillie  have  their  prime, 
And  so  hath  beautie  but  a  time. 

Although  thy  beautie  do  exeeed, 

In  common  sight  of  ev'ry  eie, 

Yet  in  his  Poesies  when  we  rccde, 

It  is  apparant  more  thereby. 

He,  that  hath  love  and  iudgemeut  too, 

Sees  more  than  any  other  doo. 

Then  Astrophill  hath  honordthee; 
For  when  thy  bodie  is  extinct. 
Thy  graces  shall  eternall  be, 
And  live  by  virtue  of  his  inke  ; 
For  by  his  verses  he  doth  give 
The  short-livde  beautie  aye  to  live. 

Above  all  others  this  is  liee. 
Which  erst  approoved  in  his  song, 
That  love  and  honor  might  agree, 
And  that  pure  love  will  do  no  wrong. 
Sweet  saints  !  it  is  no  sinne  or  blame, 
To  love  a  man  of  vertuous  name. 

Did  never  love  so  sweetly  breath 
In  any  raortall  brest  before, 
Did  never  Muse  inspire  beneath 
A  Poets  braine  with  finer  store : 
He  wrote  of  love  with  high  conceit. 
And  beautie  reard  above  her  height. 

Then  Pallas  afterward  attyrde 
Our  Astropliill  with  her  device, 
Whom  in  his  armor  heaven  admyrdc, 
As  of  the  nation  of  the  skies ; 
He  sparkled  in  his  amies  afarrs. 
As  he  were  dight  with  ficrie  Starrs. 
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The  blaze  whereof  when  Mars  beheld, 
(An  envious  cie  doth  sec  afar,) 
Such  niaicstlc  (quoth  he)  is  socld, 
Such  maiestic  my  mart  may  mar, 
Perhaps  this  may  a  suter  be. 
To  set  Mars  by  his  deitic. 

In  this  surmize  lie  made  with  speede 
An  iron  cane,  wherein  he  put 
The  tluinder  that  in  cloudes  do  breede  ; 
The  flame  and  bolt  togither  shut 
With  privie  force  burst  out  againe, 
And  so  our  Astrophill  was  slaine. 

His  word  (was  slaine !)  straightway  did  move 
And  natures  inward  life  strings  twitch; 
The  skie  immediately  above 
AVas  dinid  with  hideous  clouds  of  pitch. 
The  wrastling  winds  from  out  the  ground 
Fild  all  the  aire  with  ratling  sound. 

The  bending  trees  exprest  a  grone. 
And  sigh'd  the  sorrow  of  his  fall. 
The  forrest  beasts  made  rutlifull  mone. 
The  birds  did  tune  tlieir  mourning  call, 
And  Philomell  for  Astrophill 
Unto  her  notes  annext  a  phill. 

The  turtle  dove  with  tunes  of  ruthe 
Sliewd  feeling  passion  of  his  death, 
Me  thouglit  she  said  I  tell  thee  truthe, 
Was  never  he  that  drew  in  breath, 
Unto  his  love  more  trustie  found, 
Than  he  for  whom  our  griefs  abound. 

The  swan,  that  was  in  presence  heere, 

Began  his  funerall  dirge  to  sing, 

Good  things  (cpioth  he)  may  scarce  appeere. 

But  passe  away  with  spcedie  wing. 

This  mortall  life  as  death  is  tride. 

And  death  give  life,  and  so  he  di'de. 
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The  j^cnrrall  sorrow  that  was  made, 
Anioii":  the  creatures  ol'  eacli  kiiide, 
l"'irc<I  the  PlKxiiix  wlu  re  slie  laide, 
Her  ashes  ll^iiij;  with  the  wiiide, 
So  as  I  niij^lit  with  reason  see, 
Tlial  such  a  Phoenix  nere  should  bee. 

TIaply  the  cinders,  driven  about, 

May  breede  an  oflsi)rin^  ncere  tliat  kinde, 

But  hardly  a  peere  to  that  1  doubt. 

It  cannot  siiike  itito  niyniinde. 

That  under  branches  ere  can  bee. 

Of  worth  and  vahie  as  tlie  tree. 

The  J-gle  niarkt  witii  j)earcin£^  sight 
The  mournlull  habitt;  of  the  i)iace, 
And  parted  thence  with  mounting  lliglit, 
To  signifie  to  love  tlie  case, 
What  sorrow  nature  dotii  sustaine, 
For  Astrophill  by  envie  slainc. 

And,  wiiile  I  followed  with  mine  eie 

Tlie  flight  the  Egle  upward  tooke, 

All  things  did  vanish  by  and  by, 

And  disappeared  from  my  looke  ; 

The  trees,  beasts,  birds,  and  grove  was  gone, 

So  was  the  friend  that  made  this  mone. 

This  spectacle  had  firmly  wrought, 
A  decpe  compassion  in  n)y  spright. 
My  molting  liart  issudc,  me  thought, 
In  streames  forth  at  mine  cies  aright : 
And  here  my  pen  is  forst  to  shrinke, 
My  tearcs  discollor  so  mine  inkc. 


AN  EPITAPH*, 

UPON  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

SIR  PHILLIP  SIDNEY,  Knight: 

LORD  GOVERNOR   OF  FLUSHING. 

To  praise  thy  life,  or  waile  thy  worlhie  death. 
And  want  thy  wit,  thy  wit  high,  jmie,  divine, 
Is  far  beyond  the  powre  of  morlall  line. 
Nor  any  one  hath  worth  that  drawetii  breath. 

Yet  rich  in  zeale,  though  poore  in  learnings  lore. 
And  friendly  care  obscurde  in  secret  brest, 
And  love  that  envie  in  thy  life  supprest, 
Thy  deere  life  done,  and  death  hath  doubled  more. 

And  I,  that  in  thy  time,  and  living  state. 

Did  onely  praise  thy  vertues  in  my  thought. 

As  one  that  seeld  the  rising  sun  hath  sought. 

With  words  and  teares  now  waile  thy  timelesse  fate. 

Drawne  was  thy  race  aright  from  princely  line, 
Nor  lesse  than  such,  (by  gifts  that  nature  gave. 
The  common  mother  that  all  creatures  have,) 
Doth  vertue  shew,  and  princely  linage  shine. 

A  king  gave  thee  thy  name  ;  a  kingly  minde. 
That  God  thee  gave,  who  found  it  now  too  deere 
For  this  base  world,  and  hath  rcsiimde  it  neere. 
To  sit  in  skies,  and  sort  with  powres  divine. 

Kent  thy  birth  dales,  and  Oxford  held  thy  youth ; 
The  heavens  made  hast,  and  staid  nor  yeers,  nor  time ; 
The  fruits  of  age  grew  ripe  in  thy  first  prime, 
Thy  will,  thy  words ;  thy  words  the  scales  of  truth. 

*  The  author  of  these  epitaphs  is  not  known. 
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Great  gifts  and  wiscdoni  rare  impluyd  tlicc  tlienro. 
To  treat  from  kings  with  thuse  more  great  than  Kings; 
Sueli  hope  men  had  to  lay  tlie  highest  things 
On  thy  wiseyonth,  to  he  transported  hence! 

Whence  to  sharpe  wars  sweet  honor  did  thee  call, 
Tiiy  countries  love,  religion,  and  thy  friends: 
Of  worthy  men  the  marks,  the  lives,  and  ends, 
And  her  defence,  for  whom  we  labor  all. 

There  didst  thon  vanquish  shame  and  tedious  age, 
Griefe,  sorrow,  sieknes,  and  base  fortunes  might: 
Thy  rising  day  saw  never  wofull  night. 
But  past  with  praise  from  off  this  worldly  stage. 

Back  to  the  campe,  by  thee  that  day  was  brought. 
First  thine  owne  death,  and  after  thy  long  fame; 
'I'ears  to  the  soldiers,  the  proud  Castilians  shame, 
Vertue  exprest,  and  honor  truly  taught. 

What  hath  he  lost,  that  such  great  grace  hath  woon? 
Yoongyeeres  for  endles  yeeres,  and  hope  unsure 
Of  fortunes  gifts  for  wealth  that  still  shall  dure; 
Oh  !  bappie  race  with  so  great  praises  run. 

England  doth  hold  thy  lims  that  bred  the  same, 
riaunders  thy  valure  where  it  last  was  tried. 
The  Campe  thy  sorrow  where  thy  bodie  died, 
Thy  friends,  thy  want ;  the  world,  thy  vertues  fame. 

Nations  thy  wit,  our  mindes  lay  up  thy  love  ; 
Letters  thy  learning,  thy  losse,  yeeres  lotig  to  come ; 
In  worthy  harts  sorrow  hath  made  thy  tombe; 
Thy  soule  and  spright  enrich  the  heavens  above. 

Thy  liberall  hart  imbalmd  in  gratefull  teares, 
Yoongsighes,  sweet  sighcs,  sage  sighcs,  bewaile  thy 

fail ; 
Envie  her  sting,  and  Spite  hath  left  her  gall, 
Malice  her  selfc  a  mourning  garment  weares. 
VOL.  VII.  K 
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That  day  their  Haniiiball  died,  our  Scipio  fell, 
Scipio,  Cicero,  and  Petrarcli  of  our  time! 
Whose  vertucs,  wounded  by  my  worthelcssc  rime, 
Let  Aiigcls  speake,  and  heaven  tliy  praises  tell. 

ANOTHER  OF  THE  SAME. 

Silence  augmenteth  grief,  writing  encreaseth  rage, 
Staid  are  my  thoughts,  which  lov'd,  and  lost,  the  won- 
der of  our  age,  [ere  now. 
Yet  quickncd  now  with  fire,  though  dead  with  frost 
Enrag'de  1  write,  I  know  not  w  hat :  dead,  quick,  I 
know  not  how. 

Hard  liarted  mindcs  relent,  and  Rigors  teares  abound. 
And  Envie  strangely  rues  his  end,  in  whom  no  fault 

she  found;  [knight; 

Knowledge  her  light  hath  lost,  Valor  hath  slaine  her 
Sidney  is  dead,  dead  is  my  friend,  dead  is  the  worlds 

delight. 

Place  pensive  wailes  his  fall,  whose  presence  was  her 
pride,  [springtide; 

Time  crieth  out,  my  ebbe  is  come;    his  life  was  my 

Fame  mournes  in  that  she  lost  the  ground  of  her  re- 
ports; [sorts. 

Ech  living  wight  laments  his  lacke,  and  all  in  sundry 

He  was  (wo  worth  that  word!)  to  ech  well  thinking 
minde  [shinde, 

A  spotlesse  friend,  amatcliles  man,  whose  vertue ever 
Declaring  in  his  thoughts,  his  life,  and  that  he  writ. 
Highest   conceits,  longest   foresights,  and  deepest 
works  of  wit. 

He,  onely  like  himselfe,  was  second  unto  none, 
AYhose  deth  (though  life)  wc  rue,  and  w  rong,  and  al 

in  vain  do  mone ;  [with  cries  ; 

Their  losse,  not  him,  waile  they,  that  fill  the  world 
Death  slue  not  him,  but  he  made  death  his  ladder  to 

the  skies. 
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Now  sinke  of  sorrow  f,  who  live  ;  the  more  Ihe  wroiip; 
Who  wisliiiif?  death,  whom  deth  denies,  w hose  thred 

is  al-to  lon^, 
Who  lied  lo  wretclied  life,  who  lookes  for  no  relieCc, 
Must  six'iid  luy  ever  d}ing  daies   in  never  ending 

griele. 

Harts  ease  and  onely  I,  like  parahles  run  on, 
AVhose  cquall  length  keep  etpiall  bredth,  and  never 

meet  in  one  ;  [^'<-''l, 

Yet  for  not  wronginj;  him,  my  thoughts,  my  sorrowes 
Sliall  not  run  out,  though  leakc  they  will,  for  liking 

him  so  well. 

Farewell    to  you,    my   hopes,    my   wonted  waking 

dreames  ; 
Farewell  sometimes  enioyed,  ioy;    celipsed  arc  tliy 

heames ! 
Farewell   selfe   pleasing   thoughts,   whieli  quictnes 

brings  I'oorth ; 
And  farewell  friendships  sacred  league,  uniting  minds 

of  w  oortii. 

And  farewell  mery  hart,  the  gift  of  guiltlesse  mindes. 
And  all  sports,  which,  for  lives  restore,  varietic  as- 

signes ; 
Let  all,  that  swcetc  is,  voyd ;    in  nic  no  mirth  may 

dwell, 
Phillip,  the  cause  of  all  this  woe,  my  lives  content, 

farewell ! 

Now  rime,  the  sonne  of  rage,  w  inch  art  no  kin  to  skill, 
And  cndlcs  griefc,  which  deads  my  life,  yet  knovves 

not  how  to  kill, 
Go,  scekcthathaples  tombe;  which  if  ye  hap  to  finde. 
Salute  the  stones,  that  keep  the  lims  that  held  so 

good  a  minde. 
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OR, 

A  SPOUSALL  VERSE, 


III  honour  of  the  double  marriage  of  the  two  honorable  and  ver- 
laous  ladies,  the  Ladie  Elizabeth,  and  the  Ladie  Katherine 
Somerset,  daughters  to  the  right  honorable  the  Earle  of  Wor- 
cester, and  espoused  to  the  two  worthie  gentlemen,  M.  Henry 
Gilford  and  M.  William  Peter,  Esquijers. 


Calme  was  the  day,  and  through  the  trembUng 

ay  re 
Sweete-breathing  Zephyrus  did  softly  play 
A  gentle  spirit,  that  lightly  did  delay 
Hot  Titans  beames,  which  then  did  glyster  fayre  ; 
When  I,  whose  sullein  care, 
Through  discontent  of  ray  long  fruitlesse  stay 
In  princes  court,  and  expectation  vayne 
Of  idle  hopes,  which  still  doe  fly  away. 
Like  empty  shadows,  did  afflict  my  brayne,) 
Walkt  forth  to  ease  my  payne 
Along  the  shoare  of  silver  streaming  Themmes  ; 
Whose  rutty  bank,  the  which  his  river  hemmes. 
Was  paynted  all  with  variable  flowers. 
And  all  the  meades  adornd  with  dainty  gemmes, 
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Fit  to  dtcke  niaydons  bowres, 

And  crownc  tluir  ])arainours 

Against  tho  biydalt'-day,  uliicli  is  not  long  : 

Sweet  Themnics  !  lunne  softly,  till  1  end  my  song. 

There,  in  a  meadow,  by  the  rivers  side, 

A  flocke  of  Nymphes  1  chaunced  to  espy, 

All  lovely  daughters  of  the  Tlood  thereby, 

With  goodly  greenish  locks,  all  loose  untyde, 

As  each  hatl  bene  a  bryde  ; 

And  each  one  had  a  little  w  icker  basket. 

Made  of  line  twigs,  entrayled  curiously. 

In  which  they  gathered  flowers  to  till  their  flasket, 

And  with  tine  lingers  cropt  full  feateously 

The  tender  stalkes  on  hye. 

Of  every  sort,  which  in  that  meadow  grew, 

They  gathered  some  ;  the  violet,  pallid  blew, 

The  little  dazie,  that  at  evening  closes, 

I'he  virgin  lillie,  and  the  primrose  trew, 

\Vith  store  of  vermeil  roses. 

To  deck  their  bridegroomes  posies 

Against  the  brydale-day,  which  was  not  long  : 

Sweet  Themmes  !  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

With  that  I  saw  tAvo  Swannes  of  goodly  hewe 

Come  softly  swimming  downe  along  the  lee  ; 

Two  fairer  birds  1  yet  did  never  see; 

The  snow,  which  doth  the  top  of  Pindus  strew, 

Did  never  whiter  shew. 

Nor  Jove  himselfe,  when  he  a  swan  would  be 

Tor  love  of  Leda,  whiter  did  a|)peare  ; 

Yet  Leda  was  (they  say)  as  white  as  he. 

Yet  not  so  white  as  these,  nor  nothing  near ; 

So  purely  wliite  they  were, 

K  2 
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That  even  the  gentle  stream,  the  which  them  bare, 
Seem'd  foule  to  them,  and  bad  his  billovves  spare 
To  wet  their  silken  feathers,  least  they  might 
Soyle  their  fayre  plumes  with  water  not  so  fayre. 
And  marre  their  beauties  bright, 
That  shone  as  heavens  light. 
Against  their  brydale  day,  which  was  not  long  : 
Sweet  Themmes !  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

Eftsoones  the  Nymphes,  which  now  had  flowers 

their  fill. 
Ran  all  in  haste  to  see  that  silver  brood, 
As  they  came  floating  on  the  cristal  flood  ; 
Whom  when  they  sawe,  they  stood  amazed  still. 
Their  wondring  eyes  to  fill ; 
Them  seem'd  they  never  saw  a  sight  so  fayre. 
Of  fowles,  so  lovely,  that  they  sure  did  deeme 
Them  heavenly  borne,  or  to  be  that  same  payre 
Which  through  the  skie  draw  Venus  silver  teeme ; 
For  sure  they  did  not  seeme 
To  be  begot  of  any  earthly  seede. 
But  rather  angels,  or  of  angels  breede  ; 
Yet  were  they  bred  of  Somers-heat,  they  say. 
In  sweetest  season,  when  each  flower  and  weede 
The  earth  did  fresh  aray ; 
So  fresh  they  seem'd  as  day. 
Even  as  their  brydale  day,  which  was  not  long  : 
Sweet  Themmes  !  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

Then  forth  they  all  out  of  their  baskets  drew 
Great  store  of  flowers,  the  honour  of  the  field. 
That  to  the  sense  did  fragrant  odours  yeild, 
All  which  upon  those  goodly  birds  they  threw. 
And  all  the  waves  did  strew. 
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That  like  old  Poneus  waters  they  did  sormo, 
When  downe  along  by  pleasant  Tenipes  shore, 
Scattred    with   flowres,    through   Thessaly   they 

streeme, 
That  they  appeare,  through  lillies  plenteous  store, 
Like  a  brydes  chamber  Hore. 
Two  of  those  N  y  u) phes,  meane  while,  two  garlands 

bound 
Of  freshest  Howres  which  in  that  mead  they  found, 
The  which  presenting  all  in  trim  array, 
Their  snowie  foreheads  therewithal!  they  crownd. 
Whilst  one  did  sing  this  lay, 
Prepar'd  against  that  day, 
Against  their  brydale  day,  which  was  not  long: 
Sweet Themmes  I  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

•'  Ye  gentle  Birdes !  the  worlds  faire  ornament. 

And  heavens  glorie,  whom  this  happie  hower 

Doth  leade  unto  your  lovers  blissfull  bower, 

loy  may  you  have,  and  gentle  hearts  content 

Of  your  loves  couplement ; 

And  let  faire  Veims,  that  is  Queene  of  Love, 

With  her  heart-quelling  Sonne  upon  you  smile. 

Whose  smile,  they  say,  hath  vertue  to  remove 

All  loves  dislike,  and  friendships  faultie  guile 

For  ever  to  assoile. 

Let  endlesse  peace  your  steadfast  hearts  accord, 

And  blessed  plentie  w  ait  upon  your  bord ; 

And  let  your  bed  with  pleasures  chast  abound. 

That  fruitful!  issue  may  to  you  afford, 

Which  may  your  foes  confound. 

And  make  your  ioyes  redound 

Upon  your  brydale  day,  which  is  not  long : 

SweetTherames!  runne  softlie,  till  I  end  my  song." 
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So  ended  she  ;  and  all  the  rest  around 

To  her  redoubled  that  her  undersong-, 

^Vhich  said,  their  brydale  dayeshouklnotbe  long: 

And  gentle  Eeeho  from  the  neighbour  ground 

Their  accents  did  resound. 

So  forth  those  ioyous  Birds  did  passe  along 

Adowne  the  lee,  that  to  them  murmurde  low. 

As  he  would  speake,  but  that  he  lackt  a  tong. 

Yet  did  by  signes  his  glad  affection  show. 

Making  his  streame  run  slow. 

And  all  the  foule  which  in  his  flood  did  dwell 

(ian  flock  about  these  twaine,  that  did  excell 

The  rest,  so  far  as  Cynthia  doth  shend 

The  lesser  stars.     So  they,  enranged  well. 

Did  on  those  two  attend. 

And  their  best  service  lend 

Against  their  Avedding  day,  which  was  not  long: 

Sweet  Theraraes!  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

At  length  they  all  to  mery  London  came. 

To  mery  London,  my  most  kyndiy  nurse. 

That  to  me  gave  this  lifes  first  native  sourse, 

Though  from  another  place  I  take  my  name. 

An  house  of  auncient  fame : 

There  when  they  came,  whereas  those  bricky  towres 

The  which  on  Themmes  brode  aged  backe  doe 

ryde, 
Where  now  the  studious  lawyers  have  their  bowers, 
There  whylome  wont  the  Tcmpler  Knights  to  byde, 
Till  they  decayd  through  pride  ; 
IS'ext  whereunto  there  standes  a  stately  place. 
Where  oft  I  gayned  giftes  and  goodly  grace 
Of  that  great  lord,  which  therein  wont  to  dwell. 
Whose  want  too  well  now  feels  my  freendles  case; 
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But  ah  !  here  fits  not  well 

Oide  woes,  but  ioyes,  to  tell 

Against  the  bridale  «laye,  which  is  not  long  : 

Sweet  Themnies !  i  iiinie  softly,  till  I  end  my  sonj^. 

Yet  therein  now  doth  lodge  a  noble  peer. 

Great  Englands  glory,  and  the  w  orlds  wide  wonder, 

Whose  dreadfull  name  late  through  all  Spaine  did 

thunder. 
And  Hercules  two  Pillors  standing  neere 
Did  make  to  quake  and  feare  : 
Faire  branch  ot"  honor,  dower  of  chevalrie  ! 
That  fillest  England  with  thy  triumphs  fame, 
loy  have  thou  of  thy  noble  victorie, 
And  endlesse  happinesse  of  thine  owne  name 
That  proniiseth  the  same  ; 

That  through  thy  prowesse,  and  victorious  amies, 
Thy  country  may  be  freed  from  forraine  harmes. 
And  great  Elisaes  glorious  name  may  ring 
Through  al  the  world,  fil'dwith  thy  wide  alarmes, 
Which  some  brave  Muse  may  sing 
To  ages  following, 

Upon  the  brydale  day,  which  is  not  long : 
Sweet  Themmes !  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

From  those  high  towers  this  noble  lord  issuing, 
Like  radiant  Hesper,  when  his  golden  hayre 
In  th'  ocean  billowes  he  hath  bathed  fayre. 
Descended  to  the  rivers  open  vewing. 
With  a  great  traine  ensuing. 
Above  the  rest  were  goodly  to  bee  scene 
Two  gentle  Knights  of  lovely  face  and  feature, 
Beseeming  well  th«  bower  of  any  queene, 
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With  gifts  of  wit,  and  ornaments  of  nature, 

Fit  for  so  goodly  stature, 

That  like  the  Twins  of  love  they  seem'd  in  sight, 

AMiich  decke  the  bauldricke  of  the  heavens  bright; 

They  two,  forth  pacing  to  tlie  rivers  side, 

Keceiv'd  those  two  faire  Brides,  their  loves  delight ; 

Which,  at  th'  appointed  tyde. 

Each  one  did  make  his  Bryde 

Against  their  brydale  day,  which  is  not  long : 

Sweet  Themmes  !  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 


AMORETTI,  OR  SONNETS; 


AND 

EPITHALAMION. 


G.  W.  Senior, 

TO  THE  AUTHOR. 

Darke  is  the  day,  wlicn  Phoebus  face  is  sliroudcd, 
And  weaker  sights  may  Avandcr  sooiie  astray: 
But,  when  they  see  liis  •glorious  rays  nnclouded, 
With  stcddy  steps  tlioy  keep  the  perfect  way: 
So,  wiiilc  this  Muse  in  forraiiic  land  (Ujth  stay. 
Invention  weeps,  and  pens  are  cast  aside ; 
Tlie  time,  like  niglit,  depriv'd  of  chearfnil  day; 
And  few  do  write,  bnt  (ah!)  too  soon  may  shde. 
Then,  hie  thee  liome,  tliat  art  our  perfect  guide, 
And  with  tliy  wit  ilhistratc  iMigiand's  fame. 
Daunting  thereljy  our  neighbours  ancient  pride, 
Tiiatdo,  for  Poesie,  ciiallenge  ehicfest  name: 
So  we  that  live,  and  ages  that  succeed, 
^^"ith  great  applause  thy  learned  works  shall  read. 


Ah!  Colin,  whether  on  the  lowly  plaine, 
Piping  to  shei)herds  thy  sweet  roundelays; 
Or  whether  singing,  in  some  lofty  vainc, 
Ileroickc  deeds  of  past  or  present  days ; 
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Or  whether,  in  thy  lovely  iMislresse  praise 

Thou  list  to  exercise  thy  learned  quill; 

Thy  Muse  hath  got  such  grace  and  power  to  please 

With  rare  invention,  heautified  by  skill, 

As  who  therein  can  ever  ioy  their  fill! 

O!  therefore  let  that  happy  Muse  proceed 

To  chnie  the  height  of  Vertues  sacred  hill, 

Where  endlesse  honour  shall  be  made  thy  meed : 

Because  no  malice  of  succeeding  dales 

Can  rase  those  records  of  thy  lasting  praise. 

G.  W.  Jun. 


AMORETTI. 


SONNET  I. 


Happy,  ye  leaves !  when  as  those  lilly  hands. 
Which  hold  my  hfe  in  their  dead-doing  might, 
Shall  handle  you,  and  hold  in  loves  soft  bands, 
Lyke  captives  trembling  at  the  victors  sight. 
And  happy  lines !  on  which,  with  starry  light, 
Those  lamping  eyes  will  deigne  sometimes  to  look. 
And  reade  the  sorrowes  of  my  dying  spright. 
Written  with  teares  in  harts  close  bleeding  book. 
And  happy  rymes !  bath'd  in  the  sacred  brooke 
Of  Helicon,  whence  she  derived  is ; 
When  ye  behold  that  Angels  blessed  looke. 
My  soules  long  lacked  food,  my  heavens  blis ; 
Leaves,  lines,  and  rymes,  seeke  her  to  please  alone. 
Whom  if  ye  please,  I  care  for  other  none ! 
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SONNET  II. 

Unquiet  thought!  whom  at  the  first  I  bred 
Of  tir inward  bale  of  my  love-pined  hart; 
And  sithens  liave  with  si<;hes  and  sorrowes  fed, 
'I'ill  greater  tiien  my  wombe  thou  woxen  art: 
JJrc^ake  forth  at  h-ngth  out  of  the  inner  part, 
In  whieh  thou  lurkest  lyke  to  vipers  brood  ; 
And  seeke  some  succour  both  to  ease  my  smart, 
And  also  to  sustayne  thy  selfe  with  food. 
But,  if  in  presence  of  that  fayrest  Proud 
Thou  chance  to  come,. fall  lowly  at  her  feet; 
And,  with  meek  humblesse  and  attiicted  mood. 
Pardon  for  thee,  and  grace  for  me,  intreat : 
Which  if  she  graunt,  then  live,  and  my  love  cherish : 
If  not,  die  soone ;  and  I  with  tine  will  perish. 

SONNET  III. 

The  soverayne  beauty  which  I  doo  admyre, 
AVitncsse  the  world  how  worthy  to  be  prayzed ! 
The  light  whereof  hath  kindled  heavenly  lyre 
In  my  fraile  s|)irit,  by  her  from  basenesse  raysed; 
That  being  now  with  her  huge  brightnesse  dazed, 
13ase  thing  I  can  no  more  endure  to  view : 
But,  looking  still  on  her,  \  stand  amazed 
At  wondrous  sight  of  so  celestiall  hew. 
So  when  my  toung  would  speak  her  praises  dew, 
It  stopped  is  with  thoughts  astonishment; 
And,  when  my  pen  would  write  her  titles  true. 
It  ravisht  is  with  fancies  wonderment : 
Yet  in  my  hart  I  then  both  speak  and  writt; 
The  wonder  that  my  wit  cannot  endite. 

VOL,  VII.  L 
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SONNET  IV. 


New  yeaie,  forth  looking  out  of  lanus  gale. 
Doth  seeme  to  promise  hope  of  new  delight : 
And,  bidding  th'  old  adieu,  his  passed  date 
Bids  all  old  thoughts  to  die  in  dumpish  spright : 
And,  calling  forth  out  of  sad  Winters  night 
Fresh  Love,  that  long  hath  slept  hi  cheerlesse 

bovver, 
Wils  him  awake,  and  soone  about  him  dight 
His  wanton  wings  and  darts  ot"  deadly  power. 
For  lusty  Spring  now  in  his  timely  howre 
Is  ready  to  come  forth,  him  to  receive  ; 
And  warns  the  Earth  with  divers  colord  flowre 
To  decke  hir  selfe,  and  her  faire  mantle  weave. 
Then  you,  faire  flowre  !  in  whom  fresh  youth  doth 

raine. 
Prepare  your  selfe  new  love  to  entertaine. 

SONNET  V. 

Rudely  thou  wrongest  my  deare  harts  desire. 
In  linchng  fault  with  her  too  portly  pride : 
The  thing  which  I  doo  most  in  her  admire. 
Is  of  the  world  unworthy  most  envide : 
For  in  those  lofty  lookes  is  close  irnplide. 
Scorn  of  base  things,  and  sdeigne  of  foul  dishonor ; 
Thretning  rash  eies  which  gaze  on  her  so  wide. 
That  loosely  they  ne  dare  to  looke  upon  her. 
Such  pride  is  praise  ;  such  portlinesse  is  honor ; 
That  boldned  innocence  beares  in  hir  eies ; 
And  her  faire  countenance,  like  a  goodly  banner, 
Spreds  in  defiaunce  of  all  enemies. 
Was  never  in  this  world  ought  worthy  tride. 
Without  some  spark  of  such  self-pleasing  pride. 
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SONNET  VI, 

Be  nought  disraayd  that  her  unmoved  mind 
Doth  still  persist  in  her  rebellious  pride  : 
Sueh  love,  not  lyUe  to  lusts  of  baser  kynd, 
The  harder  wonne,  the  firmer  will  abide. 
The  durofuU  oake,  whose  sap  is  not  yet  dride, 
Is  long  ere  it  eonceive  the  kindling  tyre  ; 
But,  when  it  once  doth  burne,  it  doth  divide 
(jreat  heat,  and  makes  his  flames  to  heaven  aspire. 
So  hard  it  is  to  kindle  new  desire 
In  gentle  brest,  that  shall  endure  for  ever : 
Deepe  is  the  wound,  that  dints  the  parts  entire 
With  chaste  aft'ects,  that  naught  but  death  can 

sever. 
Then  thinke  not  long  in  taking  litle  paine 
To  knit  the  knot,  that  ever  shall  remaine. 

SONNET  VII. 

Fayre  eye* !  the  myrrour  of  my  mazed  hart. 

What  wondrous  vertue  is  contayn'd  in  you, 

The  which  both  lyfe  and  death  forth  from  you  dart 

Into  tlie  obiect  of  your  mighty  view  ? 

For,  when  ye  mildly  looke  with  lovely  hew. 

Then  is  my  soule  with  life  and  love  inspired : 

But  when  ye  lowre,  or  looke  on  me  askew, 

Then  do  I  die,  as  one  with  lightning  fyred. 

But,  since  that  lyfe  is  more  then  death  desyred, 

Looke  ever  lovely,  as  becomes  you  best ; 

That  your  bright  beams,  of  my  weak  eies  admyred. 

May  kindle  living  fire  within  my  brest. 

Such  life  should  be  the  honor  of  your  light, 

Such  death  the  sad  ensample  of  your  might. 
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SONNET  Vlll. 


More  tlion  most  fairc,  full  of  the  living  tire, 
Kindled  above  unto  the  Maker  nerc  ; 
No  eies  but  ioyes,  in  which  al  powers  conspire. 
That  to  the  world  naught  else  be  counted  deare: 
Thrugh  your  bright  beams  doth  not  the  blinded 

guest 
Shoot  out  his  darts  to  base  affections  wound  ; 
But  Angels  come  to  lead  fraile  mindes  to  rest 
In  chast  desires,  on  heavenly  beauty  bound. 
You  frame  my  thoughts,  and  fashion  me  within ; 
You  stop  my  toung,  and  teach  my  hart  to  speake ; 
You  calme  the  storme  that  passion  did  begin, 
Strong  thrugh  your  cause,  but  by  yourvertue  weak. 
Dark  is  the  world,  where  your  light  shined never; 
Well  is  he  borne,  that  may  behold  you  ever. 

SONNET  IX. 

Long-while  I  sought  to  what  I  might  compare 
Those  powrefuU  eies,which  lighten  my  dark  spright: 
Yet  tind  I  nought  on  earth,  to  which  I  dare 
Resemble  th'  ymage  of  their  goodly  light. 
Not  to  the  Sun ;  for  they  doo  shine  by  night ; 
Nor  to  the  Moone  ;  for  they  are  changed  never; 
Nor  to  the  Starres  ;  for  they  have  purer  sight ; 
Nor  to  the  Fire  ;  for  they  consume  not  ever ; 
Nor  to  the  Lightning  ;  for  they  still  persever ; 
Nor  to  the  Diamond  ;  for  they  are  more  tender  ; 
Nor  unto  Cristall ;  for  nought  may  them  sever ; 
Nor  unto  Glasse;  such  basenesse  mought  offend 
Then  to  the  Maker  selfe  they  likest  be,  [her. 

Whose  light  doth  lighten  all  that  here  we  see. 
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SONNET  X. 


Unrighteous  Lord  of  love,  what  law  is  this, 
That  !iu!  thou  niakcst  thus  tormontod  ho, 
The  wliilc's  she  loidetli  in  hceutious  bhsse 
Of  her  freewill,  scorning  both  thee  and  me  ? 
See  !  how  the  Tyrannessc  doth  ioy  to  see 
The  huge  massacres  which  her  eyes  do  make; 
And  huniblfd  harts  l)rings  captive  unto  thee, 
That  tliou  of  till  in  niayst  mightie  vengeance  take. 
But  her  prou<l  iiart  doc  thou  a  little  shake, 
And  that  high  look  with  which  she  doth  comptroU 
All  this  worlds  pride  bow  to  a  baser  make, 
.And  al  her  faults  in  thy  black  booke  enroll : 
That  1  may  laugh  at  her  in  equall  sort. 
As  she  doth  laugh  at  me,  and  makes  my  pain  her 
sport. 

SONNET  XI. 

D  AYLY  whenl  do  seeke  and  sew  for  peace. 
And  hostages  doe  offer  for  my  truth  ; 
She,  cruell  warriour,  doth  her  selfe  addresse 
To  battell,  and  the  weary  war  renew'th ; 
Ne  wilbe  moovVl  w  ith  reason,  or  v.  ith  rewth. 
To  graunt  small  respit  to  my  restlesse  toile; 
But  greedily  her  fell  intent  poursewth. 
Of  my  poore  life  to  make  unpittied  spoile. 
Yet  my  poore  life,  all  sorrowes  to  assoyle, 
I  would  her  yield,  her  wrath  to  pacify: 
But  then  she  seeks,  with  torment  and  turmoyle, 
To  force  me  live,  and  \>  ill  not  let  me  dy. 
All  paine  hath  end,  and  every  war  hath  peace ; 
But  mine,  no  price  nor  prayer  may  surcease. 

L-2 
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SONNET  XII. 


One  day  I  sought  with  her  hart-thrilhng  eies 

To  make  a  truce,  and  termes  to  entertaine ; 

All  fearlesse  then  of  so  false  enimies, 

"Which  sought  me  to  entrap  in  treasons  traine. 

So,  as  I  then  disarmed  did  remaine, 

A  wicked  ambush  which  lay  hidden  long. 

In  the  close  covert  of  her  guilful  eyen. 

Thence  breaking  forth,  did  thick  about  me  throng. 

Too  feeble  I  t'  abide  the  brunt  so  strong, 

Was  forst  to  yield  my  selfe  into  their  hands  ; 

Who,  me  captiving  streight  with  rigorous  wrong, 

Have  ever  since  kept  me  in  cruell  bands. 

So,  Ladie,  now  to  you  I  doo  complaine. 

Against  your  eies,  that  iustice  I  may  gaine. 


SONNET  XIII. 


In  that  proud  port,  which  her  so  goodly  graceth, 
Whiles  her  faire  face  she  reares  up  to  the  skie. 
And  to  the  ground  her  eie-lids  low  embaseth, 
Most  goodly  temperature  ye  may  descry ; 
Myld  humblesse,  mixt  with  awfull  raaiestie. 
Por,  looking  on  the  earth  whence  she  was  borne. 
Her  minde  remembreth  her  mortalitie, 
Whatso  is  fayrest  shall  to  earth  returne. 
But  that  same  lofty  countenance  seemes  to  scorne 
Base  thing,  and  thinke  how  she  to  heaven  may 

clime  ; 
Treading  downe  earth  as  lothsorae  and  forlorne. 
That  hinders  heavenly  thoughts  with  drossy  slime. 
Yet  lowly  still  vouchsafe  to  looke  on  me ; 
Such  lowlinesse  shall  make  you  lofty  be. 
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SONNET  XIV. 


Retourne  agayne,  my  forces  late  dismayd. 
Unto  the  siei^e  by  you  abandon'd  (juite. 
Great  shame  it  is  to  leave,  hke  one  atVayd, 
So  fayre  a  peece,  tor  one  repulse  so  light. 
'Gaynst  such  strong  castles  needeth  greater  might 
Tiieii  those  siumII  torts  whicii  ye  weri'  wont  belay: 
Such  haughty  uiynds,  cnurd  to  hardy  tight, 
Disdayne  to  yield  unto  the  tirst  assay. 
Bring  therefore  all  the  forces  that  ye  may, 
And  lay  incessant  battery  to  her  heart ; 
Playnts,  prayers,  vowes,  ruth,  sorrow,  and  dismay ; 
Those  engins  can  the  proudest  love  convert : 
And,  if  those  fayle,  fall  down  and  dy  before  her; 
So  dying  live,  and  living  do  adore  her. 

SONNET  XV. 

YEtradefuU  Merchants,  that,  with  weary  toylc, 
Do  seeke  most  pretious  things  to  make  your  gain ; 
And  both  the  Indias  of  their  treasure  spoile  ; 
A^'hat  needeth  you  to  seeke  so  farre  in  vaine  ? 
I'or  loe,  my  Love  doth  in  her  selfe  containe 
All  this  worlds  riches  that  may  farre  be  found  ; 
If  Saphyres,  loe,  her  eies  be  SaphjTes  plaine. 
If  Rubies,  loe,  hir  lips  be  Rubies  sound  : 
If  Pearles,  hir  teeth  be  Pearles,  both  pure  and 

round : 
If  Yvorie,  her  forhead  Yvory  weene ; 
If  Gold,  her  locks  an-  finest  Gold  on  ground  ; 
If  Silver,  her  faiie  hands  are  Silver  sheene: 
But  that  which  fairest  is,  but  few  behold, 
llcr  mind  adornd  with  vcrtues  manifold. 
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SONNET  XVI. 


One  day  as  I  unwarily  did  gaze 
On  those  fayre  eyes,  my  loves  immortall  light ; 
The  whiles  my  stonisht  hart  stood  in  amaze, 
Through  sweet  illusion  of  her  lookes  delight ; 
I  mote  perceive  how,  in  her  glauneing  sight, 
Legions  of  Loves  with  little  wings  did  fly  ; 
Darting  their  deadly  arrows,  fyry  bright, 
At  every  rash  beholder  passing  by. 
One  of  tliose  archers  closely  I  did  spy, 
Ayming  his  arrow  at  my  veiy  hart : 
When  suddenly,  with  twincle  of  her  eye. 
The  Damzell  broke  his  misintended  dart. 
Had  she  not  so  doon,  sure  I  had  bene  slayne ; 
Yet  as  it  was,  I  hardly  scap't  with  paine. 

SONNET  xvii. 

The  glorious  pourtraict  of  that  Angels  face. 
Made  to  amaze  weake  mens  confused  skil. 
And  this  worlds  worthlesse  glory  to  embase. 
What  pen,  what  pencill,  can  expresse  her  fill  ? 
For  though  he  colours  could  devize  at  will. 
And  eke  his  learned  hand  at  pleasure  guide, 
Least,  trembling,  it  his  workmanship  should  spill; 
Yet  many  wondrous  things  there  are  beside ; 
The  sweet  eye-glaunces,  that  like  arrowes  glide ; 
The  charming  smiles,  that  rob  sence  from  the  hart ; 
The  lovely  pleasance ;  and  the  lofty  pride ; 
Cannot  expressed  be  by  any  art. 
A  greater  craftesmans  hand  thereto  doth  neede. 
That  can  expresse  the  life  of  tilings  mdeed. 


SONNETS.  121 


SONNET  XVIir. 


The  rolling  whoolc  that  nmiuth  often  round, 
The  hardest  Steele,  in  tract  of  time  doth  teare  : 
And  drizlinp,  drops,  tliat  otten  doe  redound. 
The  fu inest  flint  doth  in  eontiiuiance  weare: 
Yet  cannot  1,  with  many  a  drooping  teare 
And  long  intreaty,  soften  her  hard  hart; 
That  she  will  once  vouchsafe  my  plaint  to  heare, 
Or  looke  with  pitty  on  my  payneful  smart. 
But,  when  I  pleade,  she  bids  me  play  my  part; 
And,  when  1  weep,  she  sayes.Teares  are  but  water ; 
And,  when  I  sigh,  she  sayes,  I  know  the  art; 
And,  when  I  wailc,  she  turnes  hir  selfe  to  laughter. 
So  do  I  weepe,  and  wayle,  and  pleade  in  vaine, 
AVhiles  she  as  Steele  and  flint  doth  still  reraayne. 


SONNET  XIX. 

The  merry  Cuckow,  messenger  of  Spring, 
His  trompet  shrill  hath  thrise  already  sounded, 
That  warnes  al  Lovers  wayte  upon  their  king, 
AVho  now  is  coming  forth  with  girland  crouned. 
With  noyse  whereof  the  quyre  of  Byrds  resounded 
Their  anthemes  sweet,  devized  of  loves  prayse, 
That  all  the  w  oods  theyr  ecchoes  ba(;k  rebounded. 
As  if  they  knew  the  meaning  of  their  layes. 
But  raongstthem  all,  which  tlid  Loves  honor  rayse. 
No  word  was  heard  of  her  that  most  it  ought; 
But  she  his  precept  proudly  disobayes. 
And  doth  his  ydle  message  set  at  nought. 
Therefore,  O  Love,  unlesse  she  tnrne  to  thee 
Ere  Cuckow  end,  let  her  a  rebell  be  ! 
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SONNET  XX. 

I N  vaine  I  seeke  and  sew  to  her  for  grace. 
And  doe  myne  humbled  hart  before  her  poure  ; 
The  whiles  her  foot  she  in  my  necke  doth  place. 
And  tread  my  life  downe  in  the  lowly  floure. 
And  yet  the  lyon  that  is  lord  of  power. 
And  reigneth  over  every  beast  in  field. 
In  his  most  pride  disdeigneth  to  devoure 
The  silly  lambe  that  to  his  might  doth  yield. 
But  she,  more  cruell,  and  more  salvage  wylde, 
Than  either  lyon,  or  the  lyonesse ; 
Shames  not  to  be  with  guiltlesse  bloud  defylde, 
But  taketh  glory  in  her  cruelnesse. 
Fayrer  then  fayrest !  let  none  ever  say, 
That  ye  were  blooded  in  a  yeelded  pray. 

SONNET  XXI. 

Was  it  the  worke  of  Nature  or  of  Art, 
Which  tempred  so  the  feature  of  her  face. 
That  pride  and  meeknesse,  mixt  by  equall  part. 
Doe  both  appeare  t'adorne  her  beauties  grace? 
For  with  mild  pleasance,  which  doth  pride  displace. 
She  to  her  love  doth  lookers  eyes  allure ; 
And,  with  stern  countenance,  back  again  doth  chace 
Their  looser  lookes  that  stir  up  lustes  impure  ; 
With  such  strange  termes  her  eyes  she  doth  inure. 
That,  with  one  looke,  she  doth  my  life  dismay ; 
And  with  another  doth  it  streight  recure  ; 
Her  smile  me  drawes  ;  her  frowne  me  drives  away. 
Thus  doth  she  traine  and  teach  me  with  her  lookes; 
Such  art  of  eyes  I  never  read  in  bookes  ! 
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SONNET  XXII. 

Tins  holy  season,  fit  to  fast  and  pray. 

Men  to  devotion  ought  to  be  inclynd: 

Therefore,  I  lykewise,  on  so  holy  day, 

For  my  sweet  Sayiit  some  service  fit  will  find. 

Her  temple  fayre  is  l)iiilt  within  my  mind. 

In  which  her  glorious  yniage  placed  is; 

On  which  my  thoughts  doo  day  and  night  attend, 

Lyke  sacred  Priests  that  never  thinke  amisse  : 

There  J  to  her,  as  th'  author  of  my  blisse. 

Will  builde  an  altar  to  appease  her  yre ; 

And  on  the  same  my  hart  will  sacrifise. 

Burning  in  fiames  of  pure  and  chaste  desyre  : 

The  which  vouchsafe,  O  Goddesse,  to  accept. 

Amongst  thy  deerest  relicks  to  be  kept. 

SONNET  XXIII. 

Penelope,  for  her  Ulisses  sake, 

Deviz'd  a  AVeb  her  wooers  to  deceave ; 

In  which  the  worke  that  she  all  day  did  make. 

The  same  at  night  she  did  againe  unreav'e  : 

Such  subtile  craft  my  Damzell  doth  conceave, 

Th'  importune  suit  of  my  desire  to  shoune  : 

For  all  that  I  in  many  dayes  do  weave, 

In  one  short  houre  I  lind  by  her  undouue. 

So,  when  1  thinke  to  end  that  I  begonne, 

I  must  begin  and  never  bring  to  end : 

For,  with  one  looke,  she  spils  that  long  I  sponne  ; 

And,  with  one  word,  my  whole  years  work  doth 

rend. 
Such  labour  like  the  spyders  web  I  fynd. 
Whose  fruitlesse  worke  is  broken  with  least  wynd. 


124  SONNETS. 

SONNET  XXIV. 

When  I  behold  that  beauties  wonderment. 
And  rare  perfection  of  each  goodly  part ; 
Of  Natures  skill  the  onely  complement ; 
I  honor  and  admire  the  IVIakers  art. 
But  when  I  feele  the  bitter  balefuU  smart, 
Which  her  fayre  eyes  unwares  doe  worke  in  mee, 
That  death  out  of  theyr  shiny  beames  doe  dart ; 
I  thinke  that  I  a  new  Pandora  see, 
Whom  all  the  gods  in  councell  did  agree 
Into  this  sinfidl  world  from  heaven  to  send  ; 
That  she  to  wicked  men  a  scourge  should  bee. 
For  all  their  faults  with  which  they  did  offend. 
But,  since  ye  are  my  scourge,  I  will  intreat, 
That  for  my  faults  ye  will  me  gently  beat. 

sonnet  XXV. 

How  long  shall  this  lyke  dying  lyfe  endure, 
And  know  no  end  of  her  owne  mysery. 
But  wast  and  weare  away  in  termes  unsure, 
'Twixt  feare  and  hope  depending  doubtfully  ! 
Yet  better  were  attonce  to  let  me  die. 
And  shew  the  last  ensample  of  your  pride ; 
Then  to  torment  me  thus  with  cruelty. 
To  prove  your  powre,  which  I  too  wel  have  tride. 
But  yet  if  in  your  hardned  brest  ye  hide 
A  close  intent  at  last  to  shew  me  grace; 
Then  all  the  woes  and  wrecks,  which  1  abide. 
As  meanes  of  blisse  I  gladly  wil  embrace ; 
And  wish  that  more  and  greater  they  might  be, 
That  greater  meede  at  last  may  turne  to  mee. 
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SONNET  XXVI. 

Sweet  is  the  Rose,  but  growes  upon  a  breic  ; 
Sweet  is  tin;  liiiiipccr,  hut  sliar|)('  his  l)Ough ; 
Sweet  is  the  Eghuitiiie,  but  pricktth  nere ; 
Sweet  is  the  Firblooiiie,  but  his  braunches  rough  ; 
Sweet  is  the  Cypresse,  but  his  rynd  is  tough ; 
Sweet  is  the  Nut,  but  bitter  is  his  pill; 
Sweet  is  the  Broonii-tlowre,  but  yet  sowre  enough ; 
And  sweet  is  Mi)Iy,  but  his  root  is  ill. 
So  every  sweet  with  soure  is  tenipred  still. 
That  niaketh  it  be  coveted  the  more  : 
For  easie  things,  that  may  be  got  at  will, 
Most  sorts  of  men  doc  set  but  little  store. 
Why  then  should  I  acconipt  ot"  little  paine. 
That  endlesse  pleasure  shall  unto  me  gaine ! 

SONNET  XXVII. 

Faire  Proud !  now  tell  me,  w'hy  should  faire  be 

proud, 
Sith  all  worlds  glorie  is  but  drosse  uncleane, 
And  in  the  shade  of  death  it  selfe  shall  shroud. 
However  now  thereof  ye  little  weene  ! 
That  goodly  Idoll,  now  so  gay  beseene, 
Shall  dort'e  her  fleshes  borrowd  fayre  attyre  , 
And  be  forgot  as  it  had  never  beene  ; 
That  many  now  much  worship  and  admire  ! 
Ne  any  then  shall  after  it  inquire, 
Ne  any  mention  shall  tin  reof  remaine. 
But  what  this  verse,  that  never  shall  expyrc. 
Shall  to  you  purchas  with  her  thankles  pain  ! 
Faire !  be  no  lenger  proud  of  that  shall  perish  ; 
But  that,  which  shall  you  make  immortall,  cherish. 
VOL.  VII.  M 
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SONNET  XXVIII. 

The  laurel-leafe,  which  you  this  day  doe  weave. 

Gives  me  great  hope  of  your  relenting  mynd : 

For  since  it  is  the  badge  which  I  doe  beare. 

Ye,  bearing  it,  doe  seeme  to  me  incHnd : 

The  powre  thereof,  which  ofte  in  me  I  find. 

Let  it  lykewise  your  gentle  brest  inspire 

With  sweet  infusion,  and  put  you  in  mind 

Of  that  proud  Mayd,whoni  now  those  leaves  attyre : 

Proud  Daphne,  scorning  Phoebus  lovely  fyre. 

On  the  Thessalian  shore  from  him  did  flie : 

For  which  the  gods,  in  theyr  revengeful!  yre. 

Did  her  transforme  into  a  Laurell-tree. 

Then  fly  no  more,  fayre  Love,  from  Phebus  chace. 

But  in  your  brest  his  leafe  and  love  embrace. 

SONNET  XXIX. 

See  !  how  the  stubborne  Damzell  doth  deprave 

My  simple  meaning  with  disdaynfull  scorne  ; 

And  by  the  bay,  which  I  unto  her  gave, 

Accoumpts  my  self  her  captive  quite  forlorne. 

The  bay,  quoth  she,  is  of  the  victours  born. 

Yielded  them  by  the  vanquisht  as  theja-  meeds. 

And  they  therewith  doe  Poetes  heads  adorne. 

To  sing  the  glory  of  their  famous  deeds. 

But  sith  she  will  the  conquest  challeng  needs. 

Let  her  accept  me  as  her  faithfull  thrall ; 

That  her  great  triumph,  which  my  skill  exceeds, 

I  may  in  trump  of  fame  blaze  over  all. 

Then  would  1  decke  her  head  with  glorious  bayes. 

And  fill  the  world  with  her  victorious  prayse. 
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SONNET  XXX. 


My  Love  is  lyke  to  yse,  and  I  to  tyre  ; 

How  comes  it  then  that  this  her  cold  so  great 

Is  not  dissolv'd  througli  my  so  hot  desyre. 

But  harder  growes  the  more  I  her  intreat ! 

Or  how  conies  it  that  my  exceeding  heat 

Is  not  delayd  by  her  hart-tVosen  cold; 

But  tliut  I  burne  much  more  in  boyhng  sweat, 

And  I'cek^  my  tiames  augmented  manifohl ! 

What  more  miraculous  thing  may  be  told. 

That  lire,  which  all  thing  melts,  should  harden  yse ; 

And  yse,  which  is  congeald  with  sencelesse  cold. 

Should  kindle  fyre  by  wonderful  devyse ! 

Such  is  the  powre  of  love  in  gentle  mind, 

That  it  can  alter  all  the  course  of  kynd. 

SONNET  XXXI. 

Ah  !  why  hath  Nature  to  so  hard  a  hart 
Given  so  goodly  giftes  of  beauties  grace  ! 
^Vhose  pryde  depraves  each  other  better  part. 
And  all  those  pretious  ornaments  deface. 
Sith  to  all  other  beastes,  of  bloody  race, 
A  dreadfull  countenance  she  given  hath ; 
That  with  thcyr  terrour  all  the  rest  may  chace, 
And  warne  to  shun  the  daunger  of  thejT  wrath. 
But  my  proud  one  doth  worke  the  greater  scath. 
Through  sweet  allurement  of  her  lovely  hew ; 
That  she  the  better  may,  in  bloody  bath 
Of  such  poore  thralls,  her  cruell  hands  embrew. 
But,  did  she  know  how  ill  these  two  accord. 
Such  cruelty  she  would  have  soone  abhord. 
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SONNET  XXXII. 

The  paynefull  smith,  with  force  of  fervent  heat. 
The  hardest  yrou  soone  doth  mollify ; 
That  with  his  heavy  sledge  he  can  it  beat, 
And  fashion  to  what  he  it  list  apply. 
Yet  cannot  all  these  flames,  in  which  I  fry, 
Her  hart  more  hard  then  yron  soft  a  whit ; 
Ne  all  the  playnts  and  prayers,  with  which  I 
Doe  beat  on  th'  andvile  of  her  stubberne  wit: 
But  still,  the  more  she  fervent  sees  my  fit. 
The  more  she  frieseth  in  her  wilfuU  pryde  ; 
And  harder  growes,  the  harder  she  is  smit 
With  all  the  playnts  which  to  her  be  applyde. 
What  then  remaines  but  I  to  ashes  burne. 
And  she  to  stones  at  length  all  frosen  turne ! 


SONNET  XXXIII. 

Great  wrong  1  doe,  I  can  it  not  deny. 

To  that  most  sacred  Enipresse,  my  dear  dred, 

Not  finishing  her  Queene  of  Faery, 

That  mote  enlarge  her  living  prayses,  dead : 

But  Lodwick,  this  of  grace  to  me  aread ; 

Do  ye  not  thinck  th'  accomplishment  of  it. 

Sufficient  worke  for  one  mans  simple  head. 

All  were  it,  as  the  rest,  but  rudely  writ? 

How  then  should  I,  without  another  wit, 

Thinck  ever  to  endure  so  tedious  toyle  ! 

Sith  that  this  one  is  tost  with  troublous  fit 

Of  a  proud  Love,  that  doth  my  spirite  spoyle. 

Cease  then,  till  she  vouchsafe  to  grawnt  me  rest ; 

Or  lend  you  me  another  living  brest. 
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SONNET  XXXIV. 


Lyke  as  a  ship,  that  through  the  ocean  wyde. 
By  conduct  of  some  star,  doth  make  her  way  ; 
Wlionas  a  storm  hath  diind  her  trusty  guyde. 
Out  of  her  course  doth  wander  far  astray ! 
So  I,  whose  star,  that  wont  with  hor  bright  ray 
Me  to  direct,  with  ck)udes  is  over-cast. 
Doe  wander  now,  in  darknesse  and  dismay. 
Through  hidden  perils  round  about  me  plast ; 
Yet  hope  I  well  that,  when  this  storme  is  past. 
My  Hehce,  the  lodestar  of  ray  lyfe, 
AVill  shine  again,  and  looke  on  me  at  last. 
With  lovely  light  to  cleare  my  cloudy  grief. 
Till  then  I  wander  carefull,  comfortlesse. 
In  secret  sorrow,  and  sad  pensivenesse. 


SONNET  XXXV. 

My  hungry  eyes,  througii  greedy  covetize 
Still  to  behold  the  obicct  of  their  paine. 
With  no  contentment  can  themselves  suffizc  ; 
But,  having,  pine  ;  and,  having  not,  coraplaine. 
Tor,  lacking  it,  they  cannot  lyfe  sustayne  ; 
And,  having  it,  they  gaze  on  it  the  more ; 
In  their  amazement  lyke  Narcissus  vaine. 
Whose  eyes  him  starv'd:  so  plenty  makes  me  poore. 
Yet  are  mine  eyes  so  tilled  with  the  store 
Of  that  faire  sight,  that  nothing  else  they  brooke, 
But  lothe  the  Uiings  which  they  did  like  before. 
And  can  no  more  endure  on  them  to  looke. 
All  this  worlds  glory  seemeth  vayne  to  me. 
And  all  their  showes  but  shadowes,  saving  she. 

M  2 
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SONNET  XXXVI. 

Tell  me,  when  shall  these  wearie  woes  have  end. 
Or  shall  their  ruthlesse  torment  never  cease : 
But  al  my  days  in  pining  languor  spend. 
Without  hope  of  asswagement  or  release  ! 
Is  there  no  meanes  for  me  to  purchace  peace, 
Or  make  agreement  with  her  thrilling  eyes ; 
But  that  their  cruelty  doth  still  increace. 
And  dayly  more  augment  my  miseryes  ? 
But,  when  ye  have  shew'd  all  extremityes. 
Then  think  how  little  glory  ye  have  gayned 
By  slaying  him,  whose  lyfe,  though  ye  despyse. 
Mote  have  your  life  in  honor  long  maintayned. 
But  by  his  death,  m  hich  some  perhaps  will  mone. 
Ye  shall  condemned  be  of  many  a  one. 

SONNET  XXXVIl. 

What  guyle  is  this,  that  those  her  golden  tresses 

She  doth  attyre  under  a  net  of  gold ; 

And  with  sly  skill  so  cunningly  them  dresses, 

That  which  is  gold,  or  haire,  may  scarse  be  told  ? 

Ts  it  that  mens  frayle  eyes,  which  gaze  too  bold. 

She  may  entangle  in  that  golden  snare ; 

And,  being  caught,  may  craftily  enfold 

Their  weaker  harts,  which  are  not  wel  aware  ? 

Take  heed  therefore,  myne  eyes,  how  ye  doe  stare 

Henceforth  too  rashly  on  that  guileful!  net. 

In  which  if  ever  ye  entrapped  are. 

Out  of  her  bands  ye  by  no  meanes  shall  get. 

Fondnesse  it  were  for  any,  being  free. 

To  covet  fetters,  though  they  golden  bee ! 
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SONNET  XXXVIII. 

Arion,  when,  through  tempests  cruel  wracke, 
He  forth  was  thrown  into  the  greedy  seas  ; 
Throuiih  the  sweet  niusick,  which  his  harp  did  make, 
Alhir'd  a  (h)l|)liiii  him  from  death  to  ease. 
But  my  ru<U'  musick,  wliich  was  wont  to  please 
Some  dainty  eares,  cannot,  with  any  skill. 
The  dreadfuU  tempest  of  her  wrath  appease, 
Nor  move  the  dolphin  from  her  stubborn  will ; 
But  in  her  pride  she  dooth  persever  still. 
All  carelesse  how  my  life  for  her  decayes : 
Yet  with  one  word  she  can  it  save  or  spill. 
To  spill  were  pitty,  but  to  save  were  prayse  ! 
Chuse  rather  to  be  praysd  for  doing  good, 
Then  to  be  blam'd  for  spilling  guiltlesse  blood. 

SONNET  XXXIX. 

Sweet  smile !  the  daughter  of  the  Qucene  of  Love, 
Expressing  all  thy  mothers  powrefuU  art. 
With  which  she  wonts  to  temper  angry  love, 
"NAMien  all  the  gods  he  threats  with  thundring  dart: 
Sweet  is  thy  vertue,  as  thy  selfe  sweet  art. 
For,  when  on  me  thou  shinedst  late  in  sadnesse, 
A  melting  pleasance  ran  through  every  part. 
And  me  revived  with  hart-robbing  gladnesse. 
Whylest  rapt  with  ioy  resembling  heavenly  mad- 
ness, 
My  soule  was  ravisht  quite  as  in  a  traunce ; 
And,  feeling  thence  no  more  her  sorrowes  sadnesse. 
Fed  on  the  fulnesse  of  that  chearfuU  glaunce. 
More  sweet  than  nectar,  or  ambrosiall  meat, 
Seem'd  every  bit  which  thenceforth  1  did  eat. 
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SONNET  XL. 

Mark  when  she  smiles  with  amiable  cheare. 
And  tell  me  whereto  can  ye  lyken  it ; 
When  on  each  eyelid  sweetly  doe  appeare 
An  hundred  Graces  as  in  shade  to  sit. 
Lykest  it  seemeth,  in  my  simple  wit. 
Unto  the  fayre  sunshine  in  somers  day ; 
That,  when  a  dreadfull  storme  away  is  flit, 
Thrugh  the  broad  world  doth  spred  his  goodly  ray ; 
At  sight  whereof,  each  bird  that  sits  on  spray. 
And  every  beast  that  to  his  den  was  fled. 
Comes  forth  afresh  out  of  their  late  dismay. 
And  to  the  light  lift  up  their  drouping  hed. 
So  my  storme-beaten  hart  likewise  is  cheared 
^Vith  that  sunshine,  when  cloudy  looks  are  cleared. 

SONNET  XLI. 

Is  it  her  nature,  or  is  it  her  will. 

To  be  so  cruell  to  an  humbled  foe  ? 

If  nature  ;  then  she  may  it  mend  with  skill : 

If  will ;  then  she  at  will  may  will  forgoe. 

But  if  her  nature  and  her  will  be  so, 

That  she  will  plague  the  man  that  loves  her  most. 

And  take  delight  t'  encrease  a  wretches  woe ; 

Then  all  her  natures  goodly  guifts  are  lost: 

And  that  same  glorious  beauties  ydle  boast 

Is  but  a  bayt  such  wretches  to  beguile. 

As,  being  long  in  her  loves  tempest  tost. 

She  meanes  at  last  to  make  her  pitious  spoyle. 

O  fayrest  fayre  !  let  never  it  be  named, 

That  so  fayre  beauty  was  so  fowly  shamed. 
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SONNET  XLII. 


The  love,  which  me  so  cruelly  tormentetii, 
So  pleasing  is  in  my  extreamest  paine, 
That,  all  the  more  my  sorrow  it  angmenteth, 
The  more  1  love  and  doe  embrace  my  bane. 
Ne  do  I  wish  (tor  wishing  were  but  vaine) 
To  be  ac(|uit  fro  my  continual  smart ; 
But  ioy,  her  thrall  tor  ever  to  remayne, 
And  yield  tor  pledge  my  poor  and  captyved  hart; 
The  which,  that  it  tiom  her  may  never  start. 
Let  her,  yf  please  her,  bynd  with  adamant  chayne ; 
And  from  all  wandring  loves,  which  mote  pervart 
His  safe  assurance,  strongly  it  restrayne. 
Onely  let  her  abstaine  from  cruelty. 
And  doe  me  not  before  my  time  to  dy. 

SONNET  XLIII. 

Shall  I  then  silent  be,  or  shall  I  speake  ? 

And,  if  I  speake,  her  wrath  renew  I  shall ; 

And,  if  I  silent  be,  my  hart  will  breake. 

Or  choked  be  with  overflowing  gall. 

What  tyranny  is  this,  both  my  hart  to  thrall, 

And  eke  my  toung  with  proud  restraint  to  tie ; 

That  neither  I  may  speake  nor  thinke  at  all. 

But  like  a  stupid  stock  i>i  silence  die ! 

Yet  1  my  hart  with  silence  secretly 

Will  teach  to  speak,  and  my  just  cause  to  plead; 

And  eke  mine  eies,  with  meek  humility, 

Love- learned  letters  to  her  eyes  to  read  ; 

Which  her  deep  wit,  that  true  harts  thought  can  spel, 

Wil  soon  conceive,  and  learne  to  construe  well. 
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SONNET  XLIV. 

When  those  renoumed  noble  Peres  of  Greece, 
Through  stubborn  pride,  among  themselves  did  iar, 
Forgetfull  of  the  famous  golden  fleece  ; 
Then  Orpheus  with  his  harp  theyr  strife  did  bar. 
But  this  continuall,  cruell,  civill  warre. 
The  which  my  selfe  against  my  selfe  doe  make ; 
Whilest  my  weak  powres  of  passions  warreid  arre ; 
No  skill  can  stint,  nor  reason  can  aslake. 
But,  when  in  hand  my  tunelesse  harp  I  take. 
Then  doe  I  more  augment  my  foes  despight ; 
And  griefe  renew,  and  passions  doe  awake 
To  battaile,  fresh  against  my  selfe  to  fight. 
Mongst  whome  the  more  I  seeke  to  settle  peace. 
The  more  I  fynd  their  malice  to  increace. 

sonnet  xlv. 

Leave,  Lady !  in  your  glasse  of  cristall  dene, 
Your  goodly  selfe  for  evermore  to  vew : 
And  in  my  selfe,  my  inward  selfe,  I  meane. 
Most  lively  lyke  behold  your  semblant  trew. 
Within  my  hart,  though  hardly  it  can  shew 
Thing  so  divine  to  vew  of  earthly  eye. 
The  fayre  idea  of  your  celestiall  hew 
And  eveiy  part  remaines  immortally : 
And  were  it  not  that,  through  your  cruelty. 
With  sorrow  dimmed  and  deform'd  it  were. 
The  goodly  ymage  of  your  visnomy. 
Clearer  than  cristall,  would  therein  appere. 
But,  if  your  selfe  in  me  ye  playne  will  see. 
Remove  the  cause  by  which  your  fayre  beames 
darkned  be. 
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SONNET  XLVI. 


When  ray  abodes  prefixed  time  is  spent, 

My  cruell  fayre  streight  bids  me  wend  my  way  : 

But  then  from  heaven  most  hideous  stormes  are 

sent. 
As  wiUing  me  against  her  will  to  stay. 
Whom  then  shall  I,  or  heaven  or  her,  obay  ? 
The  heavens  know  best  wJiat  is  the  best  tor  me  : 
But  as  she  will,  whose  will  my  life  doth  sway. 
My  lower  heaven,  so  it  perforce  must  be. 
But  ye  hisrh  hevens,  that  all  this  sorowc  see, 
Sith  all  your  tempests  cannot  hold  me  backe, 
Aswage  your  storms ;  or  else  both  you,  and  she. 
Will  both  together  me  too  sorely  wrack. 
Enough  it  is  for  one  man  to  sustaine 
The  stormes,  which  she  alone  on  me  doth  raine. 

SONNET  XLVIl. 

Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smyling  lookes, 
Untill  ye  have  their  guylefull  traynes  well  tryde : 
For  they  are  lyke  but  unto  golden  hookes. 
That  from  the  foolish  fish  theyr  bayts  do  hyde  : 
So  she  with  t^attring  smy  les  weake  harts  doth  guyde 
Unto  her  love,  and  tempte  to  theyr  decay; 
^Vhome,  being  caught,  she  kills  with  cruell  pryde. 
And  feeds  at  pleasure  on  the  wretched  pray : 
Yet,  even  whylst  her  bloody  hands  them  slay. 
Her  eyes  looke  lovely,  and  upon  them  smyle ; 
That  they  take  pleasure  in  their  cruell  play, 
And,  dying,  doe  themselves  of  payne  beguyle. 
O  mighty  charm !   which  makes  men  love  theyr 

bane. 
And  thinck  they  dy  with  pleasure,  live  with  payne. 
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SONNET  XLVIIT. 

Innocent  paper!  whom  too  cruell  hand 

Did  make  tlie  matter  to  avenge  her  yre  ; 

And,  ere  she  could  thy  cause  well  understand. 

Did  sacrifize  unto  the  greedy  fyre ; 

Well  worthy  thou  to  have  found  better  hyre. 

Then  so  bad  end  for  hereticks  ordayned  ; 

Yet  heresy  nor  treason  didst  conspire, 

But  plead  thy  Maisters  cause,  unjustly  payned. 

Whom  she,  all  carelesse  of  his  grief,  constrayued 

To  utter  forth  the  anguish  of  his  hart : 

And  would  not  heare,  when  he  to  her  complayned 

The  piteous  passion  of  his  dying  smart. 

Yet  live  for  ever,  though  against  her  will. 

And  speake  her  good,  though  she  requite  it  ill. 

sonnet  XLIX. 

Fay  RE  Cruell !  why  are  ye  so  fierce  and  cruell  ? 
Is  it  because  your  eyes  have  powre  to  kill  ? 
Then  know  that  mercy  is  the  Mighties  iewell ; 
And  greater  glory  think  to  save  then  spill. 
But  if  it  be  your  pleasure  and  proud  will. 
To  shew  the  powre  of  your  imperious  eyes; 
Then  not  on  him  that  never  thought  you  ill. 
But  bend  your  force  against  your  enemyes  : 
Let  them  feel  the  utmost  of  your  crueltyes  ; 
And  kill  with  looks,  as  cockatrices  do  : 
But  him,  that  at  your  footstoole  humbled  lies. 
With  mercifuU  regard  give  mercy  to. 
Such  mercy  shall  you  make  admyr'd  to  be ; 
So  shall  you  live,  by  giving  life  to  me. 
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SONNET  L. 


Long  languishing  in  double  malady 
Of  my  harts  wound,  and  of  my  bodies  griefe  ; 
There  came  to  uie  a  Liach,  that  vvouUl  a|)i>ly 
Fit  medcines  for  my  bodies  best  rebefe. 
Vayne  man,  quoth  I,  that  hast  but  httle  priefe 
In  deep  discovery  of  the  myuds  disease  ; 
Is  not  the  hart  of  all  the  body  chiefe, 
And  rules  the  members  as  it  selfe  doth  please? 
Then,  with  some  cordialls,  seeke  for  to  appease 
The  inward  languour  of  my  wounded  hart; 
And  then  my  body  shall  have  shortly  ease : 
But  such  sweet  cordialls  passe  Physicians  art. 
Then,  my  lyfes  Leach !  doe  you  your  skill  reveale ; 
And,  with  one  salve,  both  hart  and  body  heale. 

SONNET  LI. 

Doe  I  nol  see  that  fayrest  ymages 
Of  hardest  marble  are  of  purpose  made. 
For  that  they  should  endure  through  many  ages, 
Ne  let  thi'yr  famous  moniments  to  fade  ? 
Why  tlien  doe  I,  untrainde  in  Lovers  trade, 
Her  hardnes  blame,which  I  should  more  commend  ? 
Sith  never  ought  was  excellent  assayde 
AVhich  was  not  hard  f  atchive  and  bring  to  end. 
Ne  ought  so  hard,  but  he,  that  would  attend, 
Mote  soften  it  and  to  his  will  allure : 
So  do  1  hope  her  stubborne  hart  to  bend, 
And  that  it  then  more  stedfast  will  endure. 
Only  my  paines  wil  be  the  more  to  get  her ; 
But,  having  her,  my  ioy  wil  be  the  greater. 
VOL.  VII.  N 
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SONNET  Lll. 

So  oft  as  homeward  I  from  her  depart, 
I  go  lyke  one  that,  having  lost  the  field. 
Is  prisoner  led  away  with  heavy  hart, 
Despoyld  of  warlike  armes  and  knowen  shield. 
So  doe  I  now  my  self  a  prisoner  yield 
To  sorrow  and  to  solitary  paine ; 
From  presence  of  my  dearest  deare  exylde. 
Long-while  alone  in  languor  to  remaine. 
There  let  no  thought  of  ioy,  or  pleasure  vaine. 
Dare  to  approch,  that  may  my  solace  breed ; 
But  sudden  dumps,  and  drery  sad  disdayne 
Of  all  worlds  gladnesse,  more  my  torment  feed. 
So  I  her  absens  will  my  penaunce  make. 
That  of  her  presens  I  my  meed  may  take. 

SONNET  LIII.' 

The  panther,  knowing  that  his  spotted  hyde. 
Doth  please  all  beasts,  but  that  his  looks  themfray 
Within  a  bush  his  dreadful  head  doth  hide. 
To  let  them  gaze,  whylst  he  on  them  may  pray  : 
Right  so  my  crued  fayre  with  me  doth  play. 
For,  with  the  goodly  semblance  of  her  hew. 
She  doth  aUure  me  to  mine  owne  decay. 
And  then  no  mercy  will  unto  me  shew. 
Great  shame  it  is,  thing  so  divine  in  view. 
Made  for  to  be  the  worlds  most  ornament, 
To  make  the  bayte  her  gazers  to  embrew : 
Good  shames  to  be  to  ill  an  instrument ! 
But  mercy  doth  with  beautie  best  agree. 
As  in  theyr  Maker  ye  them  best  may  see. 
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SONNET  LIV. 

( )  F  this  worlds  Theatre  in  which  we  stay, 
My  Love,  like  the  Spectator,  ydly  sits  ; 
Beholding  nie,  that  all  the  Pageants  play, 
Disguysing  diversly  my  troubled  wits. 
Sometimes  I  ioy  when  glad  occasion  fits. 
And  mask  in  myrth  lyke  to  a  Comedy : 
Soone  after,  when  my  ioy  to  sorrow  flits, 
I  waile,  and  make  my  woes  a  Tragedy. 
Yet  she,  beholding  me  with  constant  eye. 
Delights  not  in  my  merth,  nor  rues  my  smart : 
But,  when  I  laugh,  she  mocks;  aiul,  when  I  cry. 
She  laughs,  and  hardens  evermore  her  hart. 
What  then  can  move  her  ?  if  nor  merth,  nor  mone. 
She  is  no  woman,  but  a  sencelesse  stone. 

SONNET  LV. 

So  oft  as  I  her  beauty  doe  behold. 

And  therewith  doe  her  cruelty  compare, 

I  marvaile  of  what  substance  was  the  mould, 

The  which  her  made  attonce  so  cruell  faire. 

Not  earth ;  for  her  high  thoughts  more  heavenly 

are: 
Not  water ;  for  her  love  doth  burne  like  fyre  : 
Not  ayre  ;  for  she  is  not  so  light  or  rare  : 
Not  fyre  ;  for  she  doth  friese  with  faint  desire. 
Then  needs  another  Element  inquire 
Whereof  she  mote  be  made;  that  is,  the  skye. 
For,  to  the  heaven  her  haughty  looks  aspire ; 
And  eke  her  love  is  pure  immortall  hye. 
Then,  sith  to  heaven  ye  lykened  are  the  best. 
Be  lyke  in  mercy  as  in  all  the  rest. 
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SONNET  LVI. 

Fayre  be  ye  sure,  but  cruell  and  unkind, 

As  is  a  tygi-e,  that  with  greedinesse 

Hunts  after  bloud ;  when  he  by  chance  doth  find 

A  feeble  beast,  doth  felly,  him  oppresse. 

Fayre  be  ye  sure,  but  proud  and  pitilesse. 

As  is  a  storme,  that  all  things  doth  prostrate ; 

Finding  a  tree  alone  all  comfortlesse. 

Beats  on  it  strongly,  it  to  ruinate. 

Fayre  be  ye  sure,  but  hard  and  obstinate. 

As  is  a  rocke  amidst  the  raging  floods ; 

Gaynst  which,  a  ship,  of  succour  desolate. 

Doth  suffer  wreck  both  of  her  selfe  and  goods. 

That  ship,  that  tree,  and  that  same  beast,  am  I. 

Whom  ye  doe  wreck,  doe  ruine,  and  destroy. 

SONNET  LVII. 

Sweet  warriour !  when  shall  I  have  peace  with 

you  ? 
High  time  it  is  this  warre  now  ended  were ; 
Which  I  no  lenger  can  endure  to  sue, 
Ne  your  incessant  battry  more  to  beare  : 
So  weake  my  powres,  so  sore  my  wounds,  appear. 
That  wonder  is  how  I  should  live  a  iot. 
Seeing  my  hart  through-launced  every  where 
With  thousand  arrowes,  which  your  eies  have  shot: 
Yet  shoot  ye  sharpely  still,  and  spare  me  not. 
But  glory  thinke  to  make  these  cruel  stoures. 
Ye  cruell  one  !  what  glory  can  be  got. 
In  slaying  him  that  would  live  gladly  yours  ! 
Make  peace  therefore,  and  graunt  me  timely  grace, 
That  al  my  wounds  will  heale  in  little  space. 
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SONNET  LVllI. 

By  her  that  is  most  assured  to  her  selfc. 

Wrake  is  th' assurance  that  woakc  flesh  reposeth 
In  her  own  powre,  and  scorneth  others  ayde ; 
That  soonest  fals,  when  as  she  most  supposeth 
Her  selfe  assur'd,  and  is  of  nougiit  aftrayd. 
All  flesh  is  frayle,  and  all  her  strenc,th  unstayd. 
Like  a  vaine  bubble  blowen  up  with  ayre : 
Devouring-  tynie  and  changeful  cliancc  have  prayd, 
Her  glorious  jjride  that  none  may  it  repayre. 
Ne  none  so  rich  or  wise,  so  strong  or  fayre, 
15ut  fayleth,  trusting  on  his  owne  assurance: 
And  he,  that  standeth  on  the  hyghest  stayre, 
Fals  lowest :  for  on  earth  nought  hath  endurance. 
Why  then  doe  ye,  proud  fayre,  misdeeme  so  farre, 
That  to  your  selfe  ye  most  assured  arre  ! 

SONNET  LIX. 

Thrise  happie  she !  that  is  so  well  assured 
Tnto  her  selfe,  and  setled  so  in  hart. 
That  neither  will  for  better  be  allured, 
]Se  feard  with  ^^  orse  to  any  chaunce  to  start ; 
But,  like  a  steddy  ship,  doth  strongly  part 
The  raging  waves,  and  keepes  her  course  aright ; 
Ne  ought  for  tempest  doth  from  it  depart, 
Ne  ought  for  fayrer  weathers  false  delight. 
Such  selfe-assurance  need  not  feare  the  spight 
Of  grudging  foes,  ne  favour  seek  of  friends  : 
But,  in  the  stay  of  her  owne  stedfast  might, 
Neither  to  one  her  selfe  nor  other  bends. 
Most  happy  she,  that  most  assur'd  doth  rest ; 
But  he  most  happy,  who  such  one  loves  best. 

N  2 
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SONNET  LX. 

Th  EY,  that  in  course  of  heavenly  spheares  are  skild. 
To  every  planet  point  his  sundry  yeare  : 
In  which  her  circles  voyage  is  fulHld, 
As  Mars  in  threescore  yeares  doth  run  his  spheare. 
So,  since  the  winged  god  his  planet  cleare 
Began  in  me  to  move,  one  yeare  is  spent : 
The  which  doth  longer  unto  me  appeare, 
Then  al  those  fourty  which  ray  life  out-went. 
Then  by  that  count,  which  lovers  books  invent, 
The  spheare  of  Cupid  fourty  yeares  containes : 
Which  I  have  wasted  in  long  languishment. 
That  seem'd  the  longer  for  my  greater  paines. 
But  let  my  Loves  fayre  planet  short  her  wayes, 
This  yeare  ensuing,  or  else  short  ray  dayes. 

SONNET  LXI. 

The  glorious  image  of  the  Makers  beautie, 
My  soverayne  saynt,  the  idoll  of  my  thought, 
Dare  not  henceforth,  above  the  bounds  of  dewtie, 
T'  accuse  of  pride,  or  rashly  blame  for  ought. 
For,  being  as  she  is,  divinely  wrought. 
And  of  the  brood  of  Angels  heavenly  born  ; 
And  with  the  crew  of  blessed  saynts  upbrought, 
Each  of  which  did  her  with  theyr  guifts  adorne  ; 
The  bud  of  ioy,  the  blossome  of  the  morne. 
The  bearae  of  light,  whom  mortal  eyes  admyre ; 
What  reason  is  it  then  but  she  should  scorne 
Base  things,  that  to  her  love  too  bold  aspire ! 
Such  heavenly  formes  ought  rather  worshipt  be, 
Then  dare  be  lov'd  by  men  of  meane  degree. 
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SONNET  LXir. 


The  weary  yeare  his  race  now  having  run, 
The  new  begins  his  compast  course  anew  : 
With  shew  of  morning  niyhle  lie  hath  begun, 
Betokening  peace  and  phnty  to  ensew. 
So  let  us,  which  this  ehaunge  of  weather  vew, 
Chaunge  eke  our  niyiuls,  and  former  lives  amend  ; 
The  old  yeares  sinnes  forepast  let  us  eschew. 
And  fly  the  faults  with  which  we  did  oftend. 
Then  shall  the  new  yeares  ioy  forth  freshly  send. 
Into  the  glooming  world,  his  gladsome  ray  : 
And  all  these  stormes,  which  now  his  beauty  blend, 
Shall  turne  to  calmes,  and  tymely  cleare  away. 
So,  likewise.  Love !  clieare  you  your  heavy  si)right. 
And  chaunge  old  yeares  annoy  to  new  delight. 

SONNET  LXIII. 

After  long  stormes  and  tempests  sad  assay, 

"Which  hardly  I  endured  heretofore. 

In  dread  of  death,  and  daungerous  dismay, 

With  which  my  silly  bark  was  tossed  sore ; 

I  doe  at  length  descry  the  happy  shore. 

In  which  I  hope  ere  long  for  to  aiTyve : 

Fayre  soyle  it  seemes  from  far,  and  fraught  with 

store 
Of  all  that  deare  and  daynty  is  alyve. 
Most  happy  he  !  that  can  at  last  atchyve 
The  ioyous  safety  of  so  sweet  a  rest ;    • 
^>Miose  least  dehght  suihccth  to  deprive 
Remembrance  of  all  paines  which  him  opprest. 
All  paines  are  nothing  in  respect  of  this  ; 
All  sorrowcs  short  that  gaine  etcrnall  blissc. 
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SONNET   LXIV. 

CoMMiNG  to  kisse  her  lyps,  (such  grace  I  found,) 
Me  seemd,  I  smelt  a  gardin  of  sweet  flowres. 
That  dainty  odours  from  them  threw  around, 
Tor  damzels  fit  to  decke  their  lovers  bowres. 
Her  lips  did  smell  lyke  unto  gillyflowers ; 
Her  ruddy  cheekes,  lyke  unto  roses  red ; 
Her  snowy  browes,  lyke  budded  bellamoures ; 
Her  lovely  eyes,  like  pincks  but  newly  spred ; 
Her  goodly  bosome,  lyke  a  strawberry  bed ; 
Her  neck,  lyke  to  a  bounch  of  cullambynes ; 
Her  brest,  lyke  lillyes,  ere  their  leaves  be  shed; 
Her  nipples,  lyke  young  blossomd  jessemynes: 
Such  fragrant  flowres  doe  give  most  odorous  smell ; 
But  her  sweet  odour  did  them  all  excell. 

SONNET  LXV, 

The  doubt  which  ye  misdeeme,  fay  re  Love,  is  vaine, 
That  fondly  feare  to  lose  your  liberty  ; 
When,  losing  one,  two  liberties  ye  gayne. 
And  make  him  bond  that  bondage  earst  did  fly. 
Sweet  be  the  bands,  the  which  true  love  doth  tye 
Without  constraynt,  or  dread  of  any  ill : 
The  gentle  birde  feeles  no  captivity 
Within  her  cage  ;  but  sings,  and  feeds  her  fill. 
There  pride  dare  not  approch,  nor  discord  spill 
The  league  twixt  them,  that  loyal  love  hath  bound : 
But  simple  Truth,  and  mutual  Good-will, 
Seeks,  with  sweet  peace,  to  salve  each  others 

wound : 
There  Fayth  doth  fearless  dwell  in  brasen  towre. 
And  spotlesse  Pleasure  builds  her  sacred  bowre. 
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SONNET  LXVI. 


To  all  those  happy  blessings,  which  ye  have 
With  plenteous  hand  i)y  heaven  upon  you  thrown 
This  one  disparagement  they  to  you  gave. 
That  ye  your  love  lent  to  so  ineane  a  one. 
Ye,  whose  high  worths  surpassing  paragon 
Could  not  on  earth  hav(>  found  one  tit  for  mate, 
Ne  but  in  heaven  niatehal)le  to  none, 
Why  did  yv.  stoup  unto  so  lowly  state  ? 
But  ye  tliereby  much  greater  glory  gate. 
Then  had  ye  sortetl  \vith  a  Princes  pere : 
For,  now  your  light  doth  more  it  selfe  dilate, 
And,  in  my  darknesse,  greater  doth  appeare. 
Yet,  since  your  light  hath  once  enlumiiul  me, 
With  my  reflex  yours  shall  encreased  be, 

SONNET  LXVir. 

Lyke  as  a  huntsman  after  weary  chace. 
Seeing  the  game  from  him  escapt  away. 
Sits  downe  to  rest  him  in  some  shady  place, 
W^ith  panting  hounds  beguiled  of  their  pray: 
So,  after  long  pursuit  and  vaine  assay, 
W^hen  I  all  weary  had  the  chace  forsooke. 
The  gentle  deer  returnd  the  selfe-same  way. 
Thinking  to  quench  her  thirst  at  the  next  brooke : 
There  slie,  beholding  me  with  mylder  looke. 
Sought  not  to  fly,  but  fearlesse  still  did  bide  ; 
Till  1  in  hand  her  yet  halfe  trembling  tooke. 
And  with  her  owne  goodwill  her  fyrmely  tyde. 
Strange  thing,  me  seemd,  to  see  a  beast  so  wyld. 
So  goodly  wonne,  with  her  owne  will  beguyld. 
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SONNET  LXVIII. 


Most  glorious  Lord  of  lyfe !  that,  on  this  day, 

Didst  make  thy  triumph  over  death  and  sin ; 

And,  having  harrowd  hell,  didst  bring  away 

Captivity  thence  captive,  us  to  win  : 

This  ioyous  day,  dear  Lord,  with  ioy  begin ; 

And  grant  that  we,  tor  whom  thou  diddest  dy. 

Being  with  thy  deare  blood  clene  washt  from  sin, 

INIay  live  for  ever  in  felicity  ! 

And  that  thy  love  we  weighing  worthily. 

May  likewise  love  thee  for  the  same  againe ; 

And  for  thy  sake,  that  all  lyke  deare  didst  buy. 

With  love  may  one  another  entertayne  ! 

So  let  us  love,  deare  Love,  lyke  as  we  ought : 

Love  is  the  lesson  which  the  Lord  us  taught. 

SONNET  LXIX. 

The  famous  warriors  of  the  anticke  world 

Us'd  trophees  to  erect  in  stately  wize ; 

In  which  they  would  the  records  have  enrold 

Of  theyr  great  deeds  and  valorous  emprize. 

What  trophee  then  shall  I  most  fit  devize, 

In  which  I  may  record  the  memory 

Of  my  loves  conquest,  peerlesse  beauties  prise, 

Adorn'd  with  honour,  love,  and  chastity ! 

Even  this  verse,  vowd  to  eternity. 

Shall  be  thereof  immortall  moniment ; 

And  tell  her  praise  to  all  posterity. 

That  may  admire  such  worlds  rare  wonderment; 

The  ha})py  purchase  of  my  glorious  spoile. 

Gotten  at  last  with  labour  and  long  toyle. 
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SONNET  LXX. 


Fresh  Spring,  the  hcM-ald  of  loves  mighty  king, 
In  whose  cote-armour  richly  are  displayd 
All  sorts  of  flowres,  the  which  on  earth  do  spring, 
In  goodly  colours  gloriously  anayd ; 
Goe  to  my  Love,  where  she  is  carelesse  layd. 
Yet  in  her  winters  bowre  not  well  awake ; 
Tell  her  the  ioyous  time  wil  not  be  staid, 
Unlesse  she  doe  him  by  the  forelock  take ; 
Bid  her  therefore  her  selfe  soon  ready  make, 
To  wayt  on  Love  amongst  his  lovely  crew; 
Where  every  one,  that  misseth  then  her  make. 
Shall  be  by  him  amearst  with  penance  dew. 
Make  hast  therefore,  sweet  Love,  whilst  it  is  prime ; 
For  none  can  call  againe  the  passed  time. 

SONNET  LXXI. 

I  ICY  to  see  how,  in  your  drawen  work. 

Your  selfe  unto  the  Bee  ye  doe  compare ; 

And  me  unto  the  Spyder,  that  doth  lurke 

In  close  awayt,  to  catch  her  unaware : 

Bight  so  your  selfe  were  caught  in  cunning  snare 

Of  a  deare  foe,  and  thralled  to  his  love  ; 

In  whose  streight  bands  ye  now  captived  are 

So  iirmcly,  that  ye  never  may  remove. 

But  as  your  worke  is  woven  all  about 

With  Woodbynd  Howers  and  fragrant  Eglantine; 

So  sweet  your  prison  you  in  time  shall  prove. 

With  many  deare  delights  bedecked  fyne. 

And  all  thensforth  eternall  peace  shall  see 

Betweene  the  Spyder  and  the  gentle  Bee. 
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SONNET  LXXII. 


Oft,  when  my  spirit  doth  spred  her  bolder  winges, 

In  mind  to  mount  up  to  the  piuest  sky ; 

It  down  is  weighd  with  thought  of  earthly  things, 

And  clogd  with  burden  of  mortahty ; 

Where,  when  that  soverayne  beauty  it  doth  spy, 

Resembhng  heavens  glory  in  her  light, 

Drawn  with  sweet  pleasures  bayt,  it  back  doth  fly, 

And  unto  heaven  forgets  her  former  flight. 

There  my  fraile  fancy,  fed  with  full  delight, 

Doth  bathe  in  blisse,  and  mantleth  most  at  ease ; 

Ne  thinks  of  other  heaven,  but  how  it  might 

Her  harts  desire  with  most  contentment  please. 

Hart  need  not  wish  none  other  happinesse. 

But  here  on  earth  to  have  such  hevens  blisse. 


sonnet  LXXIII. 

Being  my  self  captyved  here  in  care. 
My  hart,  (whom  none  with  servile  bands  can  tye. 
But  the  fayre  tresses  of  your  golden  hayre,) 
Breaking  his  prison,  forth  to  you  doth  fly. 
Like  as  a  byrd,  that  in  ones  hand  doth  spy 
Desired  food,  to  it  doth  make  his  flight : 
Even  so  my  hart,  that  wont  on  your  fayre  eye 
To  feed  his  fill,  flyes  back  unto  your  sight. 
Doe  you  him  take,  and  in  your  bosome  bright 
Gently  encage,  that  he  may  be  your  thrall : 
Perhaps  he  there  may  learne,  with  rare  deUght, 
To  sing  your  name  and  prayses  over  all : 
That  it  hereafter  may  you  not  repent, 
Him  lodging  in  your  bosome  to  have  lent. 
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SONNET  LXXIV. 


Most  happy  letters!  fmiu'd  by  skillull  trade, 
AVitli  vvliieli  that  happy  name  was  first  desynd, 
The  vvliicli  thrett  times  thrise  happy  hath  me  made, 
With  guilts  of  l)()dy,  fortune,  and  of  mind. 
The  first  my  being  to  me  gave  by  kind, 
From  Mothers  wondj  deriv'd  by  dew  descent : 
The  second  is  my  sovereigne  Qiieene  most  kind, 
That  honour  and  large  richesse  to  me  lent: 
The  third,  ray  Love,  my  lives  last  ornament. 
By  whom  my  spirit  out  of  dust  was  raysed : 
To  speake  her  prayse  and  glory  excellent. 
Of  all  alive  most  worthy  to  be  praysed. 
Ye  three  Elizabeths  !  for  ever  live, 
That  three  such  graces  did  unto  me  give. 

SONNET  LXXV. 

One  day  I  wrote  her  name  upon  the  strand  ; 
But  came  the  waves,  and  washed  it  away : 
Agayne,  1  wrote  it  with  a  second  hand ; 
But  came  the  tyde,  and  made  my  paynes  his  pray. 
Vayne  man,  sayd  she,  that  doest  in  vaine  assay 
A  mortall  thing  so  to  immortalize; 
For  1  my  selve  shall  lyke  to  this  decay, 
And  eke  my  name  bee  wyped  out  lykewize. 
Not  so,  quod  I ;  let  baser  things  devize 
To  dy  in  dust,  but  you  shall  live  by  fame : 
My  verse  your  vertues  rare  shall  eternize, 
And  in  the  hevens  wryte  your  glorious  name. 
Where,  when  as  tleath  shall  all  the  world  subdew. 
Our  love  shall  live,  and  later  life  renew. 
VOL.  vii.  o 
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SONNET  LXXVI, 


Fay  RE   bosonie !    fraught   with    vertues   richest 

tresure, 
The  iieast  of  love,  the  lodging  of  delight. 
The  bowre  of  blisse,  the  paradice  of  pleasure. 
The  sacred  harbour  of  that  hevcrdy  spright ; 
How  was  I  ravisht  with  your  lovely  sight. 
And  my  frayle  thouglits  too  rashly  led  astray ! 
Whiles  diving  deepe  through  amorous  insight. 
On  the  sweet  spoyle  of  beautie  they  did  pray ; 
And  twixt  her  paps,  (like  early  fruit  in  May, 
Whose  harvest  seenid  to  hasten  now  apace,) 
They  loosely  did  theyr  wanton  winges  display. 
And  there  to  rest  themselves  did  boldly  place. 
Sweet  thoughts  !  I  envy  your  so  happy  rest. 
Which  oft  I  wisht,  yet  never  was  so  blest. 

SONNET  LXXVII. 

W  AS  it  a  dreame,  or  did  I  see  it  playne ; 
A  goodly  table  of  pure  yvory. 
All  spred  with  juncats,  fit  to  entertayne 
The  greatest  Prince  with  pompous  roialty  : 
Mongst  which,  there  in  a  silver  dish  did  ly 
Two  golden  apples  of  unvalewd  price ; 
Far  passing  those  which  Hercules  came  by, 
Or  those  which  Atalanta  did  entice  ; 
Exceeding  sweet,  yet  voyd  of  sinfuU  vice ; 
That  many  sought,  yet  none  could  ever  taste ; 
Sweet  fruit  of  pleasure,  brought  from  Paradice 
By  Love  himselfe,  and  in  his  garden  plaste. 
Her  brest  that  table  was,  so  richly  spredd  ; 
My  thoughts  the  guests,  which  would  thereon  have 
fedd. 
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SONNET  LXXVIII. 


Lackyng  my  Love,  I  go  from  place  to  placo, 
I.yke  a  young  fawnc,  that  late  hath  lost  tiio  hynd  ; 
And  seeke  each  wlitie,  where  last  1  sawe  her  face, 
Whose  ymage  yet  I  carry  fresh  in  niynd. 
I  seeke  the  tields  with  her  late  footing  synd ; 
I  seeke  her  l)owre  with  her  late  presence  deckt ; 
Yet  nor  in  field  nor  bowre  I  can  her  fynd ; 
Yet  field  and  bowre  are  full  of  her  aspect: 
But,  when  niyne  eyes  I  therunto  direct, 
They  ydly  back  return  to  nie  agayne : 
And,  when  I  hope  to  see  theyr  trew  obiect, 
I  fynd  my  self  but  fed  with  fancies  vayne. 
Cease  then,  myne  eyes,  to  seeke  her  selfe  to  see; 
And  let  my  thoughts  behold  her  selfe  in  mee. 

SONNET  LXXIX. 

Men  call  you  fayre,  and  you  doe  credit  it, 

For  that  your  selfe  ye  daily  such  doe  see  : 

But  the  trew  fayre,  that  is  the  gentle  wit. 

And  vertuous  mind,  is  much  more  praysd  of  me : 

For  all  the  rest,  how  ever  fayre  it  be, 

Shall  turne  to  nought  and  lose  that  glorious  hew ; 

But  onely  that  is  permanent  and  free 

From  frayle  corruption,  that  doth  flesh  ensew. 

That  is  true  beautie  :  that  doth  argue  you 

To  be  divine,  and  born  of  heavenly  seed ; 

Deriv'd  from  that  fayre  Spirit,  from  w  hom  all  true 

And  perfect  beauty  did  at  first  proceed : 

He  only  fayre,  and  w  hat  he  fayre  hath  made ; 

All  other  fayre,  lyke  flowres,  untvmely  fade. 
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SONNET  LXXX. 

After  so  long  a  race  as  1  have  run 
Through  Faery  land,  which  those  six  books  com- 
pile, 
Give  leave  to  rest  me  being  half  foredonne. 
And  gather  to  my  selfe  new  breath  awhile. 
Then,  as  a  steed  refreshed  after  toyle. 
Out  of  my  prison  1  will  break  anew ; 
And  stoutly  will  that  second  work  assoyle, 
^Vith  strong  endevour  and  attention  dew. 
7'ill  then  give  leave  to  me,  in  pleasant  mew 
To  sport  my  Muse,  and  sing  my  Loves  sweet  praise ; 
The  contemplation  of  whose  heavenly  hew. 
My  spirit  to  an  higher  pitch  will  rayse. 
But  let  her  prayses  yet  be  low  and  meane. 
Fit  for  the  handmayd  of  the  Faery  Queene. 

SONNET  LXXXI. 

Fayre  is  my  Love,  when  her  fayre  golden  haires 
With  the  loose  wynd  ye  waving  chance  to  marke ; 
Fayre,  when  the  rose  in  her  red  cheekes  appeares  ; 
Or  in  her  eyes  the  fyre  of  love  does  sparke. 
Fayre,  when  her  brest,  lyke  a  rich  laden  barke. 
With  pretious  merchandize  she  forth  doth  lay ; 
Fayre,  when  that  cloud  of  pride,  which  oft  doth 

dark 
Her  goodly  light,  with  smiles  she  drives  away. 
But  fayrest  she,  when  so  she  doth  display 
The  gate  with  pearles  and  rubyes  richly  dight; 
Throgh  which  her  words  so  wise  do  make  their  way 
To  beare  the  message  of  her  gentle  spright. 
The  rest  be  works  of  Natures  wonderment ; 
But  this  the  worke  of  harts  astonishment. 
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SONNKT  LXXXII. 

loY  of  my  lite  !  lull  oft  for  loving  you 

T  blesse  my  lot,  that  was  so  lucky  plac'd  : 

But  then  the  more  your  owne  mishap  I  rew, 

That  are  so  much  hy  so  meane  love  embased. 

For,  had  the  ecjuall  hevens  so  much  you  graced 

In  this  as  in  the  rest,  ye  mote  invent 

Some  hevcnly  wit,  whose  verse  could  have  enchased 

Your  glorious  name  in  golden  moniment. 

But  since  ye  deignd  so  goodly  to  relent 

To  me  your  thrall,  in  whom  is  little  worth; 

That  little,  that  I  am,  shall  all  be  spent 

Tn  setting  your  immortal  prayses  forth  : 

Whose  lofty  argument,  uplifting  me, 

Shall  lift  you  up  unto  an  high  degree. 

SONNET  LXXXITI. 

Let  not  one  sparke  of  filthy  lustfull  fyre 
Breake  out,  that  may  her  sacred  peace  molest ; 
Ne  one  light  glance  of  sensuall  desyre 
Attempt  to  work  her  gentle  mindes  unrest : 
But  pure  atiections  bred  in  spotlesse  brest. 
And  modest  thoughts  l)reathd  from  well  terapred 

sprights, 
Goe  visit  her,  in  lur  chaste  bowre  of  rest, 
Accompanyde  with  angelick  delightes. 
There  fill  your  selfe  with  those  most  ioyous  sights, 
The  which  my  selfe  could  never  yet  attayne : 
But  speake  no  word  to  her  of  these  sad  plights, 
AVhich  her  too  constant  stitlnesse  doth  constrayn. 
Onely  behold  her  rare  perfection, 
And  blesse  your  fortunes  fayre  election. 

o2 


154  SONNETS. 


SONNET  LXXXIV. 


The  world  that  cannot  deeme  of  worthy  things. 
When  I  doe  praise  her,  say  I  doe  but  flatter : 
So  does  the  cuckow,  when  the  mavis  sings. 
Begin  his  witlesse  note  apace  to  clatter. 
But  they  that  skill  not  of  so  heavenly  matter, 
All  that  they  know  not,  envy  or  admyre ; 
Kather  then  envy,  let  theni  wonder  at  her. 
But  not  to  deeme  of  her  desert  aspyre. 
Deepe,  in  the  closet  of  ray  parts  entyre. 
Her  worth  is  written  with  a  golden  quill. 
That  me  with  heavenly  fury  doth  inspire, 
And  my  glad  mouth  with  her  sweet  prayses  fill. 
Which  when  as  Fame  in  her  shril  trump  shall 

thunder. 
Let  the  world  chuse  to  envy  or  to  wonder. 

SONNET  LXXXV. 

Venemous  tongue,  tipt  with  vile  adders  sting, 
Of  that  self  kynd  with  which  the  Furies  fell 
Their  snaky  heads  doe  combe,  from  which  a  spring 
Of  poysoned  words  and  spightfull  speeches  well ; 
Let  all  the  plagues,  and  horrid  paines,  of  hell 
Upon  thee  fall  for  thine  accursed  hyre  ; 
That  with  false  forged  lyes,  which  thou  didst  tell. 
In  my  true  Love  chd  stirre  up  coles  of  yre ; 
The  sparkes  whereof  let  kindle  thine  own  fyre, 
And,  catching  hold  on  thine  own  wicked  hed. 
Consume  thee  quite,  that  didst  with  guile  conspire 
In  my  sweet  peace  such  breaches  to  have  bred ! 
Shame  be  thy  meed,  and  mischiefe  thy  reward, 
Due  to  thy  selfe,  that  it  for  me  prepard  ! 
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SONNET  LXXXVI. 

Since  I  did  leave  the  presence  of  my  Love, 
Many  long  weary  dayes  1  have  outwornc ; 
And  many  nights,  that  slowly  seeiud  to  move 
Theyr  sad  protract  from  evening  uiitill  morn. 
For,  when  as  day  tlic  heaven  doth  adorne, 
I  wish  that  night  the  noyoiis  day  would  end  : 
And,  when  as  night  hath  ns  of  light  forlorne, 
1  wish  that  day  would  shortly  reascend. 
Thus  I  the  time  with  expectation  spend. 
And  faine  my  griefe  with  chaunges  to  beguile. 
That  finther  seemes  his  terine  still  to  extend, 
And  maketh  every  minute  seem  a  myle. 
So  sorrowe  still  doth  seem  too  long  to  last ; 
But  ioyous  houres  do  fly  away  too  fast, 

SONNET  LXXXVII. 

Since  I  have  lackt  the  comfort  of  that  light, 
The  which  was  wont  to  lead  my  thoughts  astray  ; 
I  wander  as  in  darknesse  of  the  night, 
Aftrayd  of  eveiy  dangers  least  dismay. 
Ne  ought  I  see,  though  in  the  clearest  day, 
When  others  gaze  upon  theyr  shadowes  vayne, 
But  th'  only  image  of  that  heavenly  ray. 
Whereof  some  u;lance  doth  in  mine  eie  remayne. 
Of  which  l)eholding  the  idita  playne. 
Through  contem|)lation  of  my  purest  part, 
W  ith  light  thereof  I  doe  my  self  sustayne. 
And  thereon  feed  my  love-attamisht  hart. 
But,  with  such  brightnesse  whylest  1  fill  my  mind, 
I  starve  my  body,  and  mine  eyes  doe  biynd. 
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SONNET  LXXXVIII, 

Lyke  as  the  culver,  on  the  bared  bough. 

Sits  mourning  for  the  absence  of"  her  mate ; 

And,  in  her  songs,  sends  many  a  wishful  vow 

For  his  returne  that  seemes  to  linger  late  : 

So  I  alone,  now  left  disconsolate, 

Mourne  to  my  selfe  the  absence  of  my  Love ; 

And,  wandring  here  and  there  all  desolate, 

Seek  with  my  playnts  to  match  that  mournful  dove : 

Ne  ioy  of  ought,  that  under  heaven  doth  hove, 

Can  comfort  me,  but  her  owne  ioyous  sight: 

Whose  sweet  aspect  both  God  and  man  can  move. 

In  her  unspotted  pleasauns  to  delight. 

Dark  is  my  day,  whyles  her  fayre  light  I  mis. 

And  dead  my  life  that  wants  such  lively  blis. 


SONNETS 

COLLECTED    FROM    THE   ORIGINAL  PUBLICA- 
TIONS IN  WHICH  THEY  APPEARED. 


TO   THK    RIGHT  WORSHIPFLLL,    MY  SINGULAR   GOOD  FREND, 
M.  GABRIELL  HARVEY,  DOCTOR  OF  THE  LAWES. 

Harvey,  the  happy  above  happiest  men 

I  read ;  that,  sitting  like  a  Looker-on 

Of  this  workups  stage,  doest  not  with  critique  pen 

The  sharpe  dishkes  of  each  condition  : 

And,  as  one  carelesse  of  suspition, 

Ne  fawnest  for  tlie  tavour  of  the  great ; 

Ne  fearcst  foolish  reprehension 

Of  faulty  men,  which  daunger  to  thee  threat : 

But  freely  doest,  of  what  thee  list,  entreat. 

Like  a  great  lord  of  peerelesse  liberty ; 

Lifting  the  (lood  up  to  high  Honours  seat, 

And  the  Kvill  danuiing  evermore  to  dy  : 

For  Life,  and  Dtialh,  is  in  thy  doomeful  writing! 

So  thy  renowme  lives  ever  by  endighting. 

Dublin,  tliis  xviij.  of  July,  158G. 

Your  devoted  friend,  during  hfe, 

Edmund  Spencer. 
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II. 

Whoso  wil  seeke,  by  right  deserts,  t'  attaine 
Unto  the  type  of  true  Nobihty  ; 
And  not  by  painted  shewes,  and  titles  vaine, 
Derived  farre  from  famous  Auncestrie  : 
Behold  them  both  in  their  right  visnomy 
Here  truly  pourtray'd,  as  they  ought  to  be, 
And  striving  both  for  termes  of  dignitie. 
To  be  advanced  highest  in  degree. 
And,  when  thou  doost  with  equall  insight  see 
The  ods  twixt  both,  of  both  the  deem  aright, 
And  chuse  the  better  of  them  both  to  thee ; 
But  thanks  to  him,  that  it  deserves,  behight ; 
To  Nenna  first,  that  first  this  worke  created, 
And  next  to  Jones,  that  truely  it  translated. 

Ed.  Spenser. 

III. 

"  Ui)oti  the  Historic  of  George  Castriot,  alias  Scanderheg, 
king  of  the  Epirots,  translated  into  English. 

Wherefore  doth  vaine  Antiquitie  so  vaunt 
Her  ancient  monuments  of  mightie  peeres. 
And  old  heroes,  which  their  world  did  daunt 
With  their  great  deedes  and  fild  their  cliildrens 

eares  ? 
Who,  rapt  with  wonder  of  their  famous  praise. 
Admire  their  statues,  their  colossoes  great : 
Their  rich  triumphall  arcks  which  they  did  raise, 
Their  huge  pyramids,  which  do  heaven  threat. 
Lo  !  one,  whom  Later  Age  hath  brought  to  light, 
Matchable  to  the  greatest  of  those  great ; 
Great  both  by  name,  and  great  in  power  and  might. 
And  meriting  a  meere  triumphant  seate. 
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The  scourge  of  Turkos,  and  plague  of  infidels, 
Thy  acts,  ()  Seanderbeg,  this  vohinie  tels. 

Ed.  Spensek. 

IV. 

The  antique  Babel,  Empresse  of  the  East, 
Upreard  her  buildingfs  to  the  threatned  skie  : 
And  second  13abill,  Tyrant  of  the  West, 
Her  ayry  towers  upraised  much  more  high. 
But,  with  the  weight  of  their  own  surquedry, 
They  both  are  fallen,  that  all  the  earth  did  feare. 
And  buried  now  in  their  own  ashes  ly ; 
Yet  shewing,  liy  their  heapes,  how  great  they  were. 
But  in  their  place  doth  now  a  third  appeare, 
Fayre  Venice,  flower  of  the  last  worlds  delight  ; 
And  nexl  to  them  in  beauty  draweth  neare. 
But  farre  exceedes  in  policie  of  right. 
Yet  not  so  fayre  her  buildinges  to  behold 
As  Lewkenors  stile  that  hath  her  beautie  told. 

Edm.  Spencer. 
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1  N  youth,  before  I  waxed  old, 
The  blynd  boy,  Venus  baby. 
For  want  of  cunning  made  me  bold, 
1  n  bitter  hyve  to  grope  for  honny  : 
But,  when  he  saw  me  stung  and  cry, 
He  tooke  his  wings  and  away  did  tly 
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II. 


As  Diane  hunted  on  a  day, 

She  chaunst  to  come  where  Cupid  lay, 

His  quiver  by  his  head  : 

One  of  his  shafts  she  stole  away, 

And  one  of  hers  did  close  convay 

Into  the  others  stead  : 

With  that  Love  wounded  ray  Loves  hart. 

But  Diane  beasts  with  Cupids  dart. 

III. 

I  SAW,  in  secret  to  my  Dame 
How  little  Cupid  humbly  came. 
And  said  to  her  ;  "  All  hayle,  my  mother  !" 
But,  when  he  saw  me  laugh,  for  shame 
His  face  with  bashfull  blood  did  flame, 
Not  knowing  Venus  from  the  other. 
"  Then,  never  blush,  Cupid,  quoth  I, 
For  many  have  err'd  in  this  beauty." 

IV. 

Upon  a  day,  as  Love  lay  sweetly  slumbring- 

All  in  his  mothers  lap  ; 

A  gentle  Bee,  with  his  loud  trumpet  murm'ring. 

About  him  flew  by  hap. 

Whereof  when  he  was  wakened  with  the  noyse. 

And  saw  the  beast  so  small ; 

"  Whats  this  (quoth  he)  that  gives  so  greatavoyce. 

That  wakens  men  withall !" 

In  angry  wize  he  flies  about, 

And  threatens  all  with  corage  stout. 
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To  whom  his  mother  closely  smiling  sayd, 

'Twixt  earnest  and  'twixt  game  : 

"  See  !  thou  thy  sclt'e  likewise  art  lyttle  made, 

If  thou  regard  the  same. 

And  yet  thou  suftVest  neyther  gods  in  sky. 

Nor  men  in  earth,  to  rest: 

But,  when  tliou  art  disposed  cruelly, 

Theyr  sleepe  thou  doost  molest. 

Then  eyther  change  thy  cruelty. 

Or  give  lyke  leave  unto  the  Hy." 

Nathelesse,  the  cruell  boy,  not  so  content, 

Would  needs  the  fly  pursue ; 

And  in  his  hand,  with  heedlesse  hardiment, 

Him  cauglit  for  to  subdue. 

But,  when  on  it  he  hasty  hand  did  lay, 

The  Bee  him  stung  therefore : 

"  Now  out  alas,  he  cryde,  and  welaway, 

I  wounded  am  full  sore  : 

The  fly,  that  I  so  much  did  scorne. 

Hath  hurt  me  with  his  little  home." 

Unto  his  mother  straight  he  weeping  came. 

And  of  his  griefe  complayned  : 

AVho  could  not  chuse  but  laugh  at  his  fond  game. 

Though  sad  to  see  him  pained.  [smart 

"  Think  now  (ciuoth  she)  my  son,  how  great  the 

Of  those  whom  thou  dost  wound : 

Tidl  many  thou  hast  pricked  to  the  hart. 

That  i)itty  never  found  : 

Therefore,  henceforth  some  pitty  take. 

When  thou  doest  spoyle  of  Lovers  make." 

She  tooke  him  streight  full  pitiously  lamenting. 

And  wrapt  him  in  her  smock  : 

She  wrapt  him  softly,  all  the  while  repenting 

That  he  the  fly  did  mock. 

VOL.  vii.  V 
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Sho  drest  his  wouiul,  and  it  c^mbaulmed  well 

With  salve  of  soveraigne  might : 

And  then  she  bath'd  him  in  a  dainty  well. 

The  well  of  deare  delight. 

Who  would  not  oft  be  stung  as  this. 

To  be  so  bath'd  in  Venus  blis  ? 

The  wanton  boy  was  shortly  wel  recured 

Of  that  his  malady  : 

But  he,  soone  after,  fresh  again  enured 

His  former  cruelty. 

And  since  that  time  he  wounded  hath  my  selfe 

With  his  sharpe  dart  of  Love  : 

And  now  forgets  the  cruell  carelesse  elfe 

His  mothers  heast  to  prove. 

So  now  I  languish,  till  he  please 

My  pining  anguish  to  appease. 
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Ye  learned  Sisters,  which  have  oftentimes 

Beene  to  the  ay  ding,  others  to  adorne. 

Whom  ye  thought  worthy  of  your  graceful!  rymes. 

That  even  the  greatest  did  not  greatly  scorne 

To  heare  theyr  names  sung  in  your  simple  layes. 

But  ioyed  in  theyr  praise  ; 

And  when  ye  list  your  own  mishaps  to  moume. 

Which  death,  or  love,  or  fortunes  wreck  did  rayse. 

Your  string  could  soone  to  sadder  tenor  turne, 

And  teach  the  woods  and  waters  to  lament 

Your  dolefull  dreriment: 

]Sow  lay  those  sorrowful!  complaints  aside; 
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And,  having  all  your  heads  with  girlands  crownd, 

Helpo  me  mine  owne  Loves  prayses  to  resound  ; 

Ne  let  the  sanu;  ot"  any  be  envide  : 

So  Orpheus  did  tor  his  owne  bride ! 

So  1  unto  my  seiie  alone  will  sing ; 

The  woods  shall  to  me  answer,  and  my  eccho  ring. 

Early,  before  tlie  worlds  light-giving  lampe 
His  golden  beame  upon  the  hils  doth  spred, 
Having  disperst  the  nights  uncheartull  danipe. 
Doe  ye  awake ;  and,  with  fresh  lustyhed, 
Go  to  the  bowre  of  my  beloved  Love, 
My  truest  turtle  dove  ; 
Bid  her  awake ;  for  Hymen  is  awake, 
And  long  since  ready  forth  his  maske  to  move. 
With  his  bright  tead  that  flames  with  many  a  flake. 
And  many  a  bachelor  to  waite  on  him, 
In  theyr  fresh  garments  trim. 
Bid  her  awake  therefore,  and  soone  her  dight. 
For  loe  !  the  wished  day  is  come  at  last. 
That  shall,  for  all  the  paynes  and  sorrowes  past 
Pay  to  her  usury  of  long  delight : 
And,  whylest  she  doth  her  dight. 
Doe  ye  to  her  of  ioy  and  solace  sing. 
That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  your  eccho 
ring. 

Bring  with  you  all  the  Nymphes  that  you  can 

heare 
Both  of  the  Rivers  and  the  Forrests  greene, 
And  of  the  Sea  that  neighbours  to  her  neare  ; 
All  with  gay  girlands  goodly  wel  beseene. 
And  let  them  also  with  them  bring  in  hand 
Another  gay  girland. 
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For  my  fayre  Love,  of  Lillyes  and  of  Roses, 

Bound  truelove  wize,  with  a  blew  silke  riband. 

And  let  them  make  great  store  of  bridale  poses. 

And  let  them  eke  bring  store  of  other  flowers, 

To  deck  the  bridale  bowers. 

And  let  the  ground  whereas  her  foot  shall  tread. 

For  feare  the  stones  her  tender  foot  should  wrong, 

Be  strewd  with  fragrant  flowers  all  along, 

And  diapred  lyke  the  discolored  mead. 

Which  done,  doe  at  her  chamber  dore  awayt, 

For  she  will  waken  strayt ; 

The  whiles  do  ye  this  Song  unto  her  sing. 

The  woods  shall  to  you  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring. 

Ye  Nymphes  of  Mulla,  which  with  carefull  heed 

The  silver  scaly  trouts  do  tend  full  well. 

And  greedy  pikes  which  use  therein  to  feed  ; 

(Those  trouts  and  pikes  all  others  doe  excell ;) 

And  ye  likewise,  which  keepe  the  rushy  lake, 

Where  none  doo  fishes  take  ; 

Bynd  up  the  locks  the  which  hang  scatterd  light. 

And  in  his  waters,  which  your  mirror  make, 

Behold  your  faces  as  the  christall  bright. 

That  when  you  come  whereas  my  Love  doth  lie, 

No  blemish  she  may  spie. 

And  eke,  ye  lightfoot  mayds,  which  keepe  the  dore. 

That  on  the  hoary  mountayne  use  to  towre ; 

And   the   wylde  wolves,   which   seeke   them   to 

devoure. 
With  your  Steele  darts  doe  chace  from  coming  neer ; 
Be  also  present  heere. 
To  heipe  to  decke  her,  and  to  help  to  sing. 
That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring. 
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Wake  now,  my  Love,  awake  ;  ior  i)  is  time  ; 
The  rosy  Monu;  loiiy,'  since  left  'I'itlions  bed, 
All  ready  to  her  silver  coehe  to  clyine ; 
And  Phoebus  gins  to  shew  his  glorious  hed. 
Hark  !  how  the  cheerefull  birds  do  chaunt  theyr 
And  earroll  of  Loves  praise.  [laies, 

The  merry  Larke  hir  mattins  sings  aloft; 
The  Thrush  replyes  ;  the  IMavis  descant  jdayes  ; 
The  Ouzell  shrills  ;  the  Uuddock  warbles  soft; 
So  ifoodly  all  agree,  with  sweet  concent, 
To  this  dayes  nieriment. 

Ah  !  my  deerc  Love,  why  doe  ye  sleepe  thus  long, 
^A'hen  meeter  were  that  ye  should  now  awake, 
T'  awayt  the  commiiig  of  your  ioyous  Make, 
And  hearken  to  the  birds  love-learned  song, 
The  deawy  leaves  among  ! 
Por  they  of  ioy  and  [)leasance  to  you  sing, 
That  all  the  woods  them  answer,  and  theyr  eccho 


My  Love  is  now  awake  out  of  her  dreame. 
And  her  fayre  eyes,  like;  stars  that  dimmed  were 
With   darksome  cloud,   now  shew  theyr  goodly 

beams 
More  bright  then  Hesperus  his  head  doth  rerc. 
Come  now,  ye  Damzels,  daughters  of  delight, 
Helpe  ((uickly  her  to  dight : 

But  first  come,  ye  fayre  Houres,  which  were  begot, 
In  loves  sweet  paradice,  of  Day  and  Night ; 
^Vhich  doe  the  seasons  of  the  year  allot, 
And  all,  that  ever  in  this  world  is  fayre. 
Do  make  and  still  rcpayre  : 
And  ye  three  handniayds  of  the  Cyprian  Queene, 
The  which  doe  still  adorn  her  beauties  pride, 

p2 
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Hclpe  to  adorne  my  beautifuHcst  bride: 
And,  as  ye  her  array,  still  throw  betweene 
Some  graces  to  be  seene  ; 
And,  as  ye  use  to  Venus,  to  her  sing, 
The  whiles  the  woods  shal  answer,  and  your  eccho 
ring. 

Now  is  my  Love  all  ready  forth  to  come  : 
Let  all  the  Virgins  therefore  well  awayt ; 
And  ye  fresh  Boyes,  that  tend  upon  her  Groome, 
Prepare  your  selves  ;  for  he  is  comming  strayt. 
Set  all  your  things  in  seemely  good  aray. 
Fit  for  so  ioyfull  day : 
The  ioyfulst  day  that  ever  Sunne  did  see. 
Fair  Sun !  shew  forth  thy  favourable  ray, 
And  let  thy  lifull  heat  not  fervent  be. 
For  feare  of  burning  her  sunshyny  face, 
Her  beauty  to  disgrace. 
O  fayrest  Phoebus  !  Father  of  the  Muse  ! 
If  ever  I  did  honour  thee  aright. 
Or  sing  the  thing  that  mote  thy  mind  delight. 
Doe  not  thy  servants  simple  boone  refuse ; 
But  let  this  day,  let  this  one  day,  be  mine ; 
Let  all  the  rest  be  thine. 
Then  I  thy  soverayne  prayses  loud  wil  sing. 
That  all  tlie  woods  shal  answer,  and  theyr  eccho 
ring. 

Harke  !  how  the  minstrils  gin  to  shrill  aloud 
Their  merry  musick  that  resounds  from  far. 
The  pipe,  the  tabor,  and  the  trembling  croud. 
That  well  agree  withouten  breach  or  iar. 
But,  most  of  all,  the  Damzels  doe  delite, 
When  they  tln;ir  tymbrels  sniyte. 
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And  thereunto  doe  daunce  and  carrol  sweet, 
That  all  the  sences  they  doe  ravish  quite ; 
The  whyles  the  JBoyes  run  up  and  downe  the  street, 
Crying  aloud  with  strong  contused  noyce. 
As  it'  it  were  one  voyce, 
Hymen,  io  Hymen,  Hymen,  they  do  shout; 
That  even  to  the  heavens  tiieyr  shouting  shrill 
Doth  reach,  and  all  the  firmament  doth  till; 
To  which  the  people  standing  all  about. 
As  in  approvance,  doe  thereto  applaud. 
And  loud  advaunce  her  laud  ; 
And  evermore  they  Hymen,  Hymen,  sing. 
That  all  the  w  oods  them  answer,  and  theyr  eccho 
ring. 

Loe!  where  she  comes  along  with  portly  pace, 

Lyke  Phoebe,  from  her  chamber  of  the  East, 

Arising  forth  to  run  her  mighty  race, 

Clad  all  in  white,  that  seems  a  Virgin  best. 

So  well  it  her  beseems,  that  ye  would  weene 

Some  Angell  she  had  beene. 

Her  long  loose  yellow  locks  lyke  golden  wyre, 

Sprinckled  with  perle,  andperling  Howres  atweene. 

Doe  lyke  a  golden  mantle  her  attyre  ; 

And,  being  crowned  with  a  girland  greene. 

Seem  lyke  some  Mayden  Queene. 

Her  modest  eyes,  abashed  to  behold 

So  many  gazers  as  on  her  do  stare. 

Upon  the  lowly  ground  affixed  are ; 

Ne  dare  lift  up  her  countenance  too  bold, 

But  blush  to  heare  her  prayses  sung  so  loud. 

So  farre  from  being  j)roud. 

Nathlesse  doe  ye  still  loud  her  prayses  sing. 

That  all  the  woods  may  answer,andyom"  eccho  ring. 
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Tell  me,  ye  Merchants  daughters,  did  ye  see 

So  fayre  a  creature  in  your  towne  before  ? 

So  sweet,  so  lovely,  and  so  mild  as  she, 

Adornd  with  beautyes  grace  and  vertues  ^tore  : 

Her  goodly  eyes  lyke  saphyres  shining  bright. 

Her  forehead  yvory  white, 

Her  cheekes  lyke  apples  which  the  sun  hath  rudded, 

Her  lips  lyke  cherries  charming  men  to  byte. 

Her  brest  like  to  a  bowl  of  creame  uucrudded, 

Her  paps  lyke  lyllies  budded. 

Her  snowie  neck  lyke  to  a  marble  towre ; 

And  all  her  body  like  a  pallace  fayre. 

Ascending  up,  with  many  a  stately  stayre. 

To  Honors  seat  and  Chastities  sweet  bowre. 

Why  stand  ye  still  ye  Virgins  in  amaze. 

Upon  her  so  to  gaze, 

Whiles  ye  forget  your  former  lay  to  sing. 

To  which  the  woods  did  answer,  and  your  eccho 


But  if  ye  saw  that  which  no  eyes  can  see, 

The  inward  beauty  of  her  lively  spright, 

Garnisht  with  heavenly  guifts  of  high  degree, 

Much  more  then  would  ye  wonder  at  that  sight. 

And  stand  astonisht  lyke  to  those  which  red 

Medusaes  amazeful  hed. 

There  dwells  sweet  Love,  and  constant  Chastity, 

Unspotted  Fayth,  and  comely  Womanhood, 

Regard  of  Honour,  and  mild  Modesty ; 

There  Vertue  raynes  as  Queene  in  royal  throne, 

And  giveth  lawes  alone. 

The  which  the  base  affections  doe  obay. 

And  yeeld  thcyr  services  unto  her  will; 

Ne  thought  of  things  uncomely  ever  may 
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Thereto  approch  to  tempt  lur  mind  to  ill. 
Had  ye  once  seene  these  her  celestial  tlireasures. 
And  unrevealed  pleasures, 
Then  would  ye  wonder,  and  her  prayses  sing. 
That  all  the  woods  should  answer,  and  your  eccho 
ring. 

Open  the  temple  gates  unto  my  Love, 

Open  them  wide  that  she  may  enter  in. 

And  all  the  postes  adorne  as  doth  behove. 

And  all  the  pillours  deck  with  girlands  trim, 

For  to  receyve  this  Saynt  with  honour  dew. 

That  comnieth  in  to  you. 

With  trembling  steps,  and  humble  reverence. 

She  comnieth  in,  before  th' Almighties  view: 

Of  her  ye  Virgins  learne  obedience. 

When  so  ye  come  into  those  holy  places. 

To  humble  your  proud  faces  : 

Bring  her  up  to  th'  high  altar,  that  she  may 

The  sacred  ceremonies  there  partake. 

The  which  do  endlesse  matrimony  make  ; 

And  let  the  roring  organs  loudly  play 

The  praises  of  the  Lord  in  lively  notes  ; 

The  whiles,  with  hollow  throates. 

The  choristers  the  ioyous  antheme  sing. 

That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  their  eccho 


Behold,  whiles  she  before  the  altar  stands, 
Hearing  the  holy  priest  that  to  her  speakes. 
And  blesseth  her  with  his  two  happy  hands. 
How  the  red  roses  flush  up  in  her  cheekes. 
And  the  pure  snow,  with  goodly  vermill  stayne. 
Like  crimsin  dyde  in  grayne : 
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That  even  the  Angels,  which  continnally 

About  the  sacred  altar  doe  rcniaine, 

Forget  their  service  and  about  her  fly, 

Ofte  peeping  in  her  face,  that  seems  more  fayre, 

The  more  they  on  it  stare. 

But  her  sad  eyes,  still  fastened  on  the  ground. 

Are  governed  with  goodly  modesty. 

That  suffers  not  one  look  to  glaunce  awry. 

Which  may  let  in  a  little  thought  unsownd. 

Why  blush  ye.  Love,  to  give  to  me  your  hand, 

The  pledge  of  all  our  band  ! 

Sing,  ye  sweet  Angels,  Alleluya  sing, 

That  all  the  woods  may  answer,and  your  eccho  ring. 

Now  al  is  done  :  bring  home  the  Bride  againe  ; 

Bring  home  the  triumph  of  our  victory  ; 

Bring  home  with  you  the  glory  of  her  gaine. 

With  ioyance  bring  her  and  with  ioUity. 

Never  had  man  more  ioyfuU  day  than  this, 

Whom  heaven  would  heape  with  blis. 

Make  feast  therefore  now  all  this  live-long  day ; 

This  day  for  ever  to  me  holy  is. 

Poure  out  the  wine  without  restraint  or  stay, 

Poure  not  by  cups,  but  by  the  belly  full, 

Poure  out  to  all  that  wull. 

And  sprinkle  all  the  posts  and  wals  with  wine. 

That  they  may  sweat  and  drunken  be  withall. 

Crowne  ye  god  Bacchus  with  a  coronall. 

And  Hymen  also  crowne  with  wreathes  of  vine  ; 

And  let  the  Graces  daunce  unto  the  rest. 

For  they  can  doo  it  best : 

The  whiles  the  Maydens  doe  theyr  carroll  sing. 

To  which  the  woods  shall  answer,  and  theyr  eccho 
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Ring  ye  the  l)ol.s,  ye  yoni>  men  of  the  towne, 

Ami  leave  your  wontetl  labors  for  tliis  day  : 

Tliis  day  is  l»oly  ;  doe  ye  write  it  downe. 

That  yo  for  ever  it  remember  may. 

This  day  the  Sunne  is  in  his  chieiest  hight, 

^\M\  Baniaby  the  briglit, 

From  whence  tlet  liniuii  daily  by  degrees. 

He  somewhat  losotli  of  his  iuat  and  light, 

When  once  the  (.'rab  l)chind  his  back  he  sees. 

But  for  this  time  it  ill  ordained  was, 

To  choose  the  longest  day  in  all  the  yeare. 

And  shortest  night,  when  longest  litter  weare  : 

Yet  never  day  so  long,  but  late  would  passe. 

Ring  ye  the  bels,  to  make  it  weare  away. 

And  boneliers  make  all  day  ; 

And  daunce  about  them,  and  about  them  sing. 

That  all  the  woods  may  answer,andyour  eccho  ring. 

Ah  !  when  will  this  long  weary  day  have  end. 
And  lende  me  leave  to  come  unto  my  Love  ? 
How  slowly  <lo  the  houres  theyr  numbers  spend? 
How  slowly  does  sad  Time  his  feathers  move  ^ 
Hast  thee,  O  fayrest  Planet,  to  thy  home. 
Within  the  Westerne  fome: 
The  tyred  steedes  long  since  have  need  of  rest. 
Long  though  it  be,  at  last  I  see  it  gloome. 
And  the  bright  Evening-star  with  golden  creast 
Appcare  out  of  the  East. 

Fayre  childe  of  beauty!  glorious  lampe  of  Love  ! 
That  all  the  host  of  heaven  in  rankes  doost  lead. 
And  guidest  Lovers  through  the  nights  sad  dread, 
Llow  chearefully  thou  lookest  from  above. 
And  seemst  to  laugh  atweene  thy  twinkling  light. 
As  ioying  in  the  sight 
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Of  these  frlad  many,  which  for  ioy  do  sing, 
That  all  the  woods  them  answer,  and  their  eccho 


Now  ceasse,  ye  Damsels,  your  delights  forepast ; 
Enough  it  is  that  all  the  day  was  youres : 
Now  day  is  doen,  and  night  is  nighing  fast, 
Now  bring  the  Bryde  into  the  brydall  bowres. 
The  night  is  come,  now  soon  her  disaray. 
And  in  her  bed  her  lay ; 
Lay  her  in  lillies  and  in  violets. 
And  silken  curteins  over  her  display, 
And  odourd  sheets,  and  Arras  coverlets. 
Behold  how  goodly  my  faire  Love  does  ly, 
In  proud  humility ! 

Like  unto  Maia,  when  as  love  her  took 
In  Tempe,  lying  on  the  flowry  gras, 
Twixt  sleepe  and  wake,  after  she  weary  was, 
With  bathing  in  the  Acidalian  brooke. 
Now  it  is  night,  ye  Damsels  may  be  gone. 
And  leave  my  Love  alone. 
And  leave  likewise  your  former  lay  to  sing : 
The  woods  no  more  shall  answer,  nor  your  eccho 
ring. 

Nowwelcome,Night!  thou  night  so  long  expected. 
That  long  dales  labour  doest  at  last  defray. 
And  all  my  cares,  which  cruell  Love  collected. 
Hast  sunid  in  one,  and  cancelled  for  aye : 
Spread  thy  broad  wing  over  my  Love  and  me. 
That  no  man  may  us  see  ; 
And  in  thy  sable  mantle  us  enwrap. 
From  feare  of  perrill  and  foule  horror  free. 
Let  no  false  treason  seeke  us  to  entrap. 
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\or  any  dread  disquiet  once  annoy 

The  safety  of  our  ioy  ; 

But  let  the  night  l)e  cahne,  and  (juietsome, 

Without  tenipestuous  storms  or  sad  afray : 

Lyke  as  when  love  with  fayre  Alcmenalay, 

M'hen  he  begot  the  great  Tirynthian  groome  : 

Or  lyke  as  when  he  with  thy  selfe  did  lie, 

And  begot  Majesty. 

And  let  the  Mayds  and  Yongmen  cease  to  sing ; 

Ne  let  the  woods  them  answer,  nor  theyr  eccho  ring. 

Let  no  lamenting  cryes,  nor  dolefull  teares. 

Be  heard  all  night  within,  nor  yet  without : 

Ne  let  false  whispers,  breeding  hidden  feares, 

Breake  gentle  sleepe  with  misconceived  dout. 

Let  no  deluding  dreames,  nor  dreadful  sights. 

Make  sudden  sad  attVights  ; 

jNe  let  house-fyres,  nor  lightnings  hepless  harmes, 

Ne  let  the  ponke,  nor  other  evill  sprights, 

Ne  let  mischievous  witches  with  theyr  charmes, 

Ne  let  hob-goblins,  names  whose  sence  we  see  not. 

Pray  us  with  things  that  be  not ; 

Let  not  the  shriech-owle,  nor  the  storke,  be  heard ; 

Nor  the  night  raven,  that  still  deadly  yels ; 

Nor  damned  ghosts,  eald  up  witli  mighty  spels ; 

Nor  griesly  vultures  make  us  once  atfeard: 

Ne  let  th'  unpleasant  quyre  of  frogs  still  croking 

Make  us  to  wish  theyr  choking. 

Let  none  of  these  theyr  drery  accents  sing ; 

Ne  let  the  woods  them  answer,  nor  theyr  eccho  ring. 

But  let  stil  Silence  trew  night-watches  keepe, 
That  sacred  Peace  may  in  assurance  rayne. 
And  tymely  Sleep,  when  it  is  tyme  to  sleepe, 
VOL.  VI I.  <^ 
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3Iay  poure  his  limbs  forth  on  your  pleasant playne ; 

The  whiles  an  huiuhed  little  winged  Loves, 

Like  divers-fethered  doves, 

Shall  fly  and  flutter  round  about  the  bed, 

And  in  the  secret  darkc,  that  none  reprov 

Their  prety  stealthes  shall  worke,  and  snares  shall 

To  fllch  away  sweet  snatches  of  delight,   [spread 

Conceald  through  covert  night. 

Ye  Soinies  of  Venus,  play  your  sports  at  will ! 

Por  greedy  Pleasure,  carelesse  of  your  toyes, 

Thinks  more  upon  her  Paradise  of  ioyes. 

Then  what  ye  do,  albe  it  good  or  ill. 

All  night  therefore  attend  your  meny  play. 

For  it  will  soone  be  day  : 

Now  none  doth  hinder  you,  that  say  or  sing ; 

Ne  will  the  woods  now  answer,  nor  your  eccho  ring. 

Who  is  the  same,  which  at  my  window  peepes? 

Or  whose  is  that  faire  face  that  shines  so  bright? 

Is  it  not  Cinthia,  she  that  never  sleepes. 

But  walkes  about  high  heaven  al  the  night? 

O  !  fayrest  goddesse,  do  thou  not  envy 

My  Love  with  me  to  spy : 

por  thou  likewise  didst  love,  though  now  unthought. 

And  for  a  fleece  of  wooU,  which  privily 

The  Latraian  Shepherd  once  unto  thee  brought, 

His  pleasures  with  thee  wrought. 

Therefore  to  us  be  favorable  now ; 

And  sith  of  wemens  labours  thou  hast  charge. 

And  generation  goodly  dost  enlarge, 

Encline  thy  will  t'  eftect  our  wishfuU  vow. 

And  the  chast  womb  informe  with  timely  seed. 

That  may  our  comfort  breed : 

Till  which  we  cease  our  hopeful!  hap  to  sing ; 

]Se  let  the  woods  us  answer,  nor  our  eccho  ring. 
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And  Uiou,  great  Imio!  wliicli  with  awful  might 

The  Lavvos  of  ^Ve(llock  still  dust  patronize  ; 

And  the  religion  of  the  faith  first  plight 

With  sacred  rites  hast  taught  to  solemnize ; 

And  eke  for  (;oinf<)rt  often  called  art 

Of  women  in  their  smart; 

Eternally  bind  thou  this  lovely  band, 

And  all  thy  blessings  unto  us  impart. 

And  thou,  glad  (ienius!  in  whose  gentle  haml 

The  bridale  bowre  and  geniall  bed  remaine, 

Without  blemish  or  staine  ; 

And  the  sw  eet  pleasures  of  theyr  loves  delight 

W^ith  secret  ayde  doost  succour  and  supply. 

Till  they  bring  forth  the  fruitfull  progeny  ; 

Send  us  the  timely  fruit  of  this  same  night, 

And  thou,  fayre  ilebe  !  and  thou,  Hymen,  free  ! 

Grant  that  it  may  so  be. 

Till  which  we  cease  your  further  prayse  to  sing ; 

Ne  any  woods  shall  answer,  nor  your  eccho  ring. 

And  ye  high  heavens,  the  temple  of  the  gods. 

In  which  a  thousand  torches  flaming  bright 

Doe  burne,  that  to  us  wretched  earthly  clods 

In  dreadful  darknesse  lend  desired  light ; 

And  all  ye  powers  which  in  the  same  remayne, 

More  than  we  men  can  fayne  ; 

Poure  out  your  blessing  on  us  plentiously. 

And  happy  influence  upon  us  raine, 

That  we  may  raise  a  large  posterity, 

W  Inch  from  the  eartii  w  Inch  they  may  long  possesse 

AVith  lasting  happinesse. 

Up  to  your  haughty  pallaces  may  mount ; 

And,  for  the  guerdon  of  theyr  glorious  merit. 

May  heavenly  tabernacles  there  inherit. 
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Of  blessed  Saints  for  to  increase  the  count. 
So  let  us  rest,  sweet  Love,  in  hope  of  this, 
And  cease  till  then  our  tymely  ioyes  to  sing : 
The  woods  no  more  us  answer,  nor  our  eccho  ring ! 

SONG!  made  in  lien  of  many  ornaments. 
With  which  my  love  should  duly  have  been  dect, 
Which  cnttiny  off'  through  hasty  accidents. 
Ye  would  not  stay  your  dew  time  to  expect. 

But  promist  both  to  recompens  ; 

Be  unto  her  a  yoodly  ornament. 

And  for  short  time  an  endlesse  moniment ! 
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To  the  Right  Hoiwnible  and  most  vertiwus  Ladies,  the  Ladik 
Margaret,  Coiintes.se  of  Cumberland ^  and  the  Ladik 
Marie,  Cuunlessc  of  Warwick. 

Having,  in  the  greener  times  of  my  youth,  com- 
posed these  former  two  Hymnes  in  tlie  praise  of 
love  and  beautio,  and  finding;-  that  the  same  too 
much  pleased  those  of  Hke  age  and  disposition, 
which,  being-  too  vehemently  carried  with  that 
kind  of  aftection,  do  rather  sucke  out  poyson  to 
their  strong  passion,  then  honey  to  their  honest 
delight,  I  was  moved,  by  the  one  of  you  tvvo  most 
excellent  Ladies,  to  call  in  the  same ;  but,  being 
unable  so  to  do,  by  reason  that  many  copies 
thereof  were  formerly  scattered  abroad,  1  resolved 
at  least  to  amend,  and,  by  way  of  retraction,  to 
reforme  them,  making  (instead  of  those  two 
Hymnes  of  earthly  or  naturall  love  and  beautie) 
two  others  of  heavenly  and  celestiall ;  the  \\  hich 
I  doe  dedicate  joyntly  unto  you  two  honorable 
sisters,  as  to  the  most  excellent  and  rare  orna- 
ments of  all  true  love  and  beautie,  both  in  the  one 
and  the  other  kind;  humbly  beseeching  you  to 
vouchsafe  the  patronage  of  them,  and  to  accept 
this  my  humble  service,  in  lieu  of  the  great  graces 
and  honourable  favours  which  ye  dayly  shew  unto 
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me,  until  such  time  as  I  may,  by  better  meanes, 
yeeld  you  some  more  notable  testimonie  of  my 
tliankfull  mind  and  (hitilull  devotion.  And  even 
so  I  pray  for  your  happinesse.  Greenwich  this 
first  of  September,  159G.  Your  Honors  most 
bounden  ever. 

In  all  humble  service, 

ED.  SP. 


AN  HYMNE 
IN  HONOUR  OF  LOVE. 

Love,  that  long  since  hast  to  thy  mighty  powre 
Perforce  subdude  my  poor  captived  hart, 
And,  raging  now  therein  with  restlesse  stowre, 
Doest  tyrannize  in  everie  weaker  part, 
Faine  would  I  seeke  to  ease  my  bitter  smart 
By  any  service  I  might  do  to  thee. 
Or  ought  that  else  might  to  thee  pleasing  bee. 

And  now  t'  asswage  the  force  of  this  new  flame, 
And  make  thee  more  propitious  in  my  need, 
I  meane  to  sing  the  praises  of  thy  name, 
And  thy  victorious  conquests  to  areed. 
By  which  thou  madest  many  harts  to  bleed 
Of  mighty  victors,  with  wide  wounds  embrewed, 
And  by  thy  cruel!  darts  to  thee  subdewed. 
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Onely  I  fear  ruy  wits  enfeebled  late, 
Through  the  sharp  sorrowes  whicli  thou  liast  me 

bred, 
Sliould  faint,  and  words  should  faile  me  to  relate 
The  wondrous  triuiin)lis  of  thy  great  god-hed  : 
But,  if  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe  to  Qverspred 
Me  with  the  shadow  of  thy  gentle  wing, 
I  should  enabled  be  thy  actes  to  sing. 

Come,  then,  ()  come,  thou  mightie  God  of  Love! 
Out  of  thy  silver  bowres  and  secret  blisse. 
Where  thou  dost  sit  in  Venus  lap  above. 
Bathing  thy  wings  in  her  ambrosial  kisse, 
That  sweeter  farre  than  any  nectar  is  ; 
Come  softly,  and  my  feeble  breast  inspire 
With  gentle  furie,  kindled  of  thy  fire. 

And  ye,  sweet  Muses !  which  have  often  proved 
The  piercing  points  of  his  avengefull  darts  ; 
And  ye,  fair  \iniphs!  which  oftentimes  have  loved 
The  cruel  worker  of  your  kindly  smarts. 
Prepare  yourselves,  and  open  wide  your  harts 
For  to  receive  the  triumph  of  your  glorie, 
That  made  you  merie  oft  when  ye  were  sorrie. 

And  ye,  faire  blossoms  of  youths  wanton  breed  ! 
Which  in  the  confjuests  of  your  beautie  host. 
Wherewith  your  lovers  feeble  eyes  you  feed. 
But  sterve  their  harts  that  needeth  nourture  most. 
Prepare  your  selves  to  march  amongst  his  host. 
And  all  the  way  this  sacred  Hyrane  do  sing, 
Made  in  the  honor  of  your  soveraigne  king. 
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Great  God  of  might,  that  reiguest  in  the 
mynd, 
And  all  the  bodie  to  thy  hest  doest  frame, 
Victor  of  gods,  subduer  of  mankynd, 
That  doest  the  lions  and  fell  tigers  tame, 
Making  tiieir  cruell  rage  thy  scornfull  game, 
And  in  their  roring  taking  great  delight ; 
Who  can  expresse  the  glorie  of  thy  might  ? 

Or  who  alive  can  perfectly  declare 
The  wondrous  cradle  of  thine  infancie. 
When  thy  great  mother  Venus  first  thee  bare, 
Begot  of  Plenty  and  of  Penurie, 
Though  elder  then  thine  own  nativitie. 
And  yet  a  chyld,  renewing  still  thy  yeares. 
And  yet  the  eldest  of  the  heavenly  peares  ? 

For  ere  this  worlds  still  moving  mightie  masse 

Out  of  great  Chaos  ugly  prison  crept. 

In  which  his  goodly  face  long  hidden  was 

From  heavens  view,  and  in  deep  darknesse  kept. 

Love,  that  had  now  long  time  securely  slept 

In  Venus  lap,  unarmed  then  and  naked, 

Gan  reare  his  head,  by  Clotho  being  waked: 

And  taking  to  him  wings  of  his  own  heat. 
Kindled  at  first  from  heavens  life-giving  fyre, 
He  gan  to  move  out  of  his  idle  seat; 
Weakly  at  Hrst,  but  after  with  desyre 
Lifted  aloft,  he  gan  to  mount  up  hyre. 
And,  like  fresh  eagle,  made  his  hardy  flight 
Thro  all  that  great  wide  wast,  yet  wanting  light. 
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Yet  wantinj;-  light  to  guide  liis  wandriug  way, 
Tlis  own  iairo  inotlur,  tor  all  crcutuit's  sake, 
Did  lend  him  light  from  her  ovvne  goodly  ray  ; 
Then  through  the  world  his  way  he  gan  to  take. 
The  worhl,  that  was  not  till  he  did  it  make, 
Whose  sundrie  parts  he  from  themselves  did  sever. 
The  which  before  had  lyen  confused  ever. 

The  earth,  the  ayre,  the  water,  and  the  fyre, 
Then  gan  to  raunge  themselves  in  huge  array, 
And  with  contrary  forces  to  conspyre 
Each  against  other  by  all  meanes  they  may, 
Threatning  their  owne  confusion  and  decay : 
Ayre  hated  earth,  and  water  hated  fyre. 
Till  Love  relented  their  rebellious  yre. 

He  then  them  tooke,  and,  tempering  goodly  well 

Their  contrary  dislikes  with  loved  meanes, 

Did  place  them  all  in  order,  and  compell 

To  keepe  themselves  within  their  sundrie  raines, 

Together  linkt  with  adamantine  chaines ; 

Yet  so,  as  that  in  every  living  wight 

They  mix  themselves,  and  shew  their  kindly  might. 

So  ever  since  they  tirmely  have  remained. 
And  duly  well  observed  his  beheast ; 
Through  which  now  all  these  things  that  are  con- 
tained 
Within  this  goodly  cope,  both  most  and  least, 
Their  being  have,  and  daily  are  increast 
Through  secret  sparks  of  his  infused  fyre, 
Which  in  the  barraine  cold  he  doth  inspyre. 
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Thereby  they  all  do  live,  and  moved  are 
To  multiply  the  likcnesse  of  their  kynd, 
"VVhilcst  they  seeke  onely,  without  further  care. 
To  quench  the  flame  which  they  in  burning  fynd ; 
But  man  that  breathes  a  more  immortall  mynd. 
Not  for  lusts  sake,  but  for  eternitie, 
Seekes  to  enlarge  his  lasting  progenia  ; 

For,  having  yet  in  his  deducted  spright 
Some  sparks  remaining  of  that  heavenly  fyre. 
He  is  enlumind  with  that  goodly  light, 
Unto  like  goodly  semblant  to  aspyre ; 
Therefore  in  choice  of  love  he  doth  desyre 
That  seemes  on  earth  most  heavenly  to  embrace. 
That  same  is  Beautie,  borne  of  heavenly  race. 

For  sure  of  all  that  in  this  mortall  frame 
Contained  is,  nought  more  divine  doth  seeme. 
Or  that  resembleth  more  th'  immortall  flame 
Of  heavenly  light,  than  Beauties  glorious  beam. 
What  wonder  then,  if  with  such  rage  extreme 
Frail  men,  whose  eyes  seek  heavenly  things  to  see. 
At  sight  thereof  so  much  enravisht  bee  ? 

Which  well  perceiving,  that  imperious  boy 
Doth  therewith  tip  his  sharp  empoisned  darts. 
Which  glancing  thro  the  eyes  with  countenance  coy 
Rest  not  till  they  liave  pierst  the  trembling  harts. 
And  kindled  flame  in  all  their  inner  parts. 
Which  suckes  the  blood,  and  drinketh  up  thelyfe. 
Of  careful!  wretches  with  consuming  griefe. 
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Thenceforth  they  playii(%  and  make  full  piteous 

mono 
Unto  the  author  of  their  baleful!  bane  : 
The  daies  they  wjiste,  the  nights  tliey  grieve  and 

grone, 
Tlieir  Uves  they  hiath  and  heavens  Hght  disdaine  ; 
No  light  but  that,  whose  lampe  doth  yet  remaine 
Fresh  l)urning  in  tiie  image  of  their  eye, 
They  deigne  to  see,  and  seeing  it  still  dye. 

The  whylstthou  tyrant  Love  doest  laugh  and  scorne 
At  their  complaints,  making  their  paine  thy  play, 
^A'^hylest  they  lye  languishing  like  thrals  forlorne, 
The  whyles  thou  doest  triumph  in  their  decay ; 
And  otherwhyles,  their  dying  to  delay. 
Thou  doest  emmarble  the  proud  hart  of  her 
Whose  love  before  their  life  they  doe  prefer. 

So  hast  thou  often  done  (ay  me,  the  more !) 
To  me  thy  vassall,  whose  yet  bleeding  hart 
With  thousand  wounds  thou  mangled  hast  so  sore. 
That  whole  remaines  scarse  any  little  part ; 
Yet,  to  augment  the  anguish  of  my  smart. 
Thou  hast  eiifroscn  her  disdainefull  brest. 
That  no  one  dro[)  of  pitie  there  doth  rest. 

Why  then  do  l  this  honor  unto  thee. 
Thus  to  ennoble  thy  victorious  name, 
Sith  thou  doest  shew  no  favour  unto  mee, 
Ne  once  move  ruth  in  that  rebellious  dame. 
Somewhat  to  slacke  the  rigour  of  my  flame  ? 
Certes  small  gloiy  doest  thou  winne  hereby. 
To  let  her  live  thus  free,  and  me  to  dy. 
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But  if  thou  be  indeede,  as  men  thee  call. 
The  worlds  great  parent,  the  most  kind  preserver 
Of  living  wights,  the  soveraine  lord  of  all. 
How  falles  it  then  that  with  thy  furious  fervour 
Thou  doest  afflict  as  well  the  not-deserver. 
As  him  that  docth  thy  lovely  heasts  despize. 
And  on  thy  subiects  most  doth  tyrannize  ? 

Yet  herein  eke  thy  glory  seemeth  more, 

By  so  hard  handling  those  which  best  thee  serve, 

That,  ere  thou  doest  them  unto  grace  restore. 

Thou  mayest  well  trie  if  thou  wilt  ever  swerve. 

And  mayest  them  make  it  better  to  deserve. 

And,  having  got  it,  may  it  more  esteeme; 

Por  things  hard  gotten  men  more  dearely  deeme. 

So  hard  those  heavenly  beauties  he  enfyred 
As  things  divine,  least  passions  doe  impresse, 
The  more  of  stedfast  mynds  to  be  admyred. 
The  more  they  stayed  be  on  stedfastnesse ; 
But  baseborne  minds  such  lamps  regard  the  lesse. 
Which  at  first  blowing  take  not  hastie  fyre  ; 
Such  fancies  feele  no  love,  but  loose  desyre. 

For  Love  is  lord  of  Truth  and  Loialtie, 
Lifting  himself  out  of  the  lowly  dust 
On  golden  plumes  up  to  the  purest  skie. 
Above  the  reach  of  loathly  sinfull  lust. 
Whose  base  affect  through  cowardly  distrust 
Of  his  weake  wings  dare  not  to  heaven  fly. 
But  like  a  nioldwarpe  in  the  earth  doth  ly. 
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His  (liiii<;liill  tlioiiolits,  Aviiich  do  thonisclvos  enure 
To  dirtie  drossi',  no  liijiliiM-  dun!  as[)yn', 
Ne  can  his  feeble  earthly  eyes  endure 
The  rtaniing-  lis^ht  of  that  celestial!  fyre 
"Which  kindhth  love  in  generous  desyre, 
And  makes  him  motnit  ahove  the  native  might 
Of  heavie  earth,  up  to  the  heavens  hight. 

Such  is  the  powre  of  that  sweet  passion, 
That  it  all  sordid  basenessc  doth  expell, 
And  the  refyned  mynd  doth  newly  fashion 
Unto  a  fairer  forme,  which  now  doth  <lwell 
In  his  high  thought,  that  would  it  selfe  excell, 
AVhich  he  beholding  still  with  constant  sight. 
Admires  the  mirrour  of  so  heavenly  light. 

Whose  image  printing  in  his  deepest  wit. 

He  thereon  feeds  his  huugrie  fantasy. 

Still  full,  yet  never  satisfyde  with  it; 

Like  Tantale,  that  in  store  doth  starved  ly. 

So  doth  he  pine  in  most  satiety ; 

For  nougiit  may  (|U('nch  his  infinite  desyre, 

Once  kindled  through  that  first  conceived  fyre. 

Thereon  his  mynd  affixed  wholly  is, 
Ne  thinks  on  ought  but  how  it  to  attaine  ; 
His  care,  his  ioy,  his  hope,  is  all  on  this. 
That  seemes  in  it  all  blisses  to  containe, 
In  sight  whereof  all  other  blisse  seemes  vaine  : 
Thrice  happie  Man  !  might  he  the  same  possesse, 
He  faines  himselfe,  and  dt)th  his  fortune  blesse. 
VOL.  VII.  R 
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And  though  he  do  not  win  his  wish  to  end, 
Yet  thus  t'arre  happie  he  hiniselfe  doth  weene, 
That  heavens  such  happie  grace  did  to  him  lend. 
As  thing  on  earth  so  heavenly  to  have  scene 
His  harts  enshrined  saint,  his  heavens  queene, 
Fairer  then  fairest,  in  his  fayniiig  eye, 
AVhose  sole  aspect  he  counts  felicitye. 

Then  forth  he  casts  in  his  uiujuiet  thought. 
What  he  may  do,  her  favour  to  obtaine; 
"What  brave  exploit,  what  perill  hardly  wrought, 
What  puissant  con((uest,  what  adventurous  paine, 
May  please  her  best,  and  grace  unto  him  gaine  ; 
He  dreads  no  danger,  nor  misfortune  feares. 
His  faith,  his  fortune,  in  his  breast  he  beares. 

Thou  art  his  god,  thou  art  his  mightie  guyde. 
Thou,  being  blind,  letst  him  not  see  his  feares. 
But  carriest  him  to  that  which  he  had  eyde. 
Through  seas,  through  flames,  through  thousand 

swords  and  speares ; 
Ne  ought  so  strong  that  may  his  force  withstand, 
With  which  thou  armest  his  resistlesse  hand. 

Witnesse  Leander  in  the  Euxine  waves. 

And  stout  iEneas  in  the  Troiane  fyre, 

Achilles  preassing  through  the  Phrygian  glaives. 

And  Orpheus,  daring  to  provoke  the  yre 

Of  damned  fiends,  to  get  his  love  retyre  ; 

Por  both  through  heaven  and  hell  thou  makest  way. 

To  win  them  worship  which  to  thee  obay. 


HYMNES.  1H7 

And  if  l)y  all  those  perils,  and  those  paynes, 
Ho  may  but  purchase  lyking  in  hor  eye, 
What  heavens  of  ioy  then  to  hiiuselfe  he  faynes ! 
Eftsooncs  he  wypes  ([uite  out  of  memory 
Whatever  ill  before  he  did  aby  : 
Had  it  beene  <loath,  yet  would  he  die  againe, 
To  live  thus  happie  as  her  grace  to  gaine. 

Yet,  when  he  hath  found  favour  to  his  will, 

He  nathiniore  can  so  contented  rest. 

But  forcoth  further  on,  and  striveth  still 

T'  approch  more  neare,  till  in  her  inmost  brest 

Ho  may  embosoind  bee  and  loved  best ; 

And  yet  not  best,  but  to  be  lov'd  alone ; 

For  love  cannot  endure  a  paragone. 

The  fear  whereof,  O  how  doth  it  torment 

His  troubled  myud  with  more  then  hellish  paine  ! 

And  to  his  fayning  fansie  represent 

Sights  never  scene,  and  thousand  shadowes  vaine, 

To  breake  his  sleepe,  and  waste  his  ydle  braine : 

Thou  that  hast  never  lov'd  canst  not  beleeve 

Least  part  of  th'  evils  which  poore  lovers  greeve. 

The  gnawing  envie,  the  hart-fretting  feare, 
The  vaine  surmizes,  the  distrustfuU  showes. 
The  false  reports  that  Hying  tales  doe  beare. 
The  doubts,  the  daungers,  the  delayes,  the  woes. 
The  fayned  friends,  the  unassured  foes, 
AVith  thousands  more  then  any  tongue  can  tell. 
Doe  make  a  lovers  life  a  wretches  hell. 
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Yet  is  there  one  more  cursed  then  they  all. 
That  cancker-worme,  that  monster,  Gelosie, 
Which  eates  the  heart  and  feedes  upon  the  gall. 
Turning  all  Loves  delight  to  miserie, 
Through  feare  of  losing  his  felicitie. 
Ah,  Gods  !  that  ever  ye  that  monster  placed 
In  gentle  Love,  that  all  his  ioyes  defaced  ! 

By  these,  O  Love  !  thou  doest  thy  entrance  make 
Unto  thy  heaven,  and  doest  the  more  endeere 
Thy  pleasures  unto  those  which  them  partake. 
As  after  stormes,  when  clouds  begin  to  cleare. 
The  sunne  more  bright  and  glorious  doth  appeare; 
So  thou  thy  foike,  through  paines  of  Purgatorie, 
Dost  beare  unto  thy  blisse,  and  heavens  glorie. 

There  thou  them  placest  in  a  paradize 

Of  all  delight  and  ioyous  happy  rest. 

Where  they  doe  feede  on  nectar  heavenly-wize, 

With  Hercules  and  Hebe,  and  the  rest 

Of  Venus  dearlings,  through  her  bountie  blest; 

And  lie  like  gods  in  yvory  beds  arayd. 

With  rose  and  lillies  over  them  displayd. 

There  with  thy  daughter  Pleasure  they  doe  play 
Their  hurtlesse  sports,  without  rebuke  or  blame. 
And  in  her  snowy  bosome  boldly  lay 
Their  quiet  heads,  devoyd  of  guilty  shame. 
After  full  ioyance  of  their  gentle  game ;     ■ 
Then  her  they  crowne  their  goddesse  and  their 

queene. 
And  decke  with  floures  thy  altars  well  beseene. 
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Ay  ine!  deare  Lord!  that  ever  T  niiirht  hope, 
For  all  the  paines  and  woes  that  I  ciidiiic, 
To  come  at  leii<;tli  unto  the  \vislu;d  scope 
Of  my  desire,  or  might  myselte  assure 
That  happie  port  for  ever  to  recure  ! 
Then  would  I  thinke  these  paines  no  paines  at  all, 
And  all  my  woes  to  be  but  penace  small. 

Then  would  I  sing  of  thine  immortal  j)raise 
And  heavenly  Ilymue,  such  as  the  antjels  sing, 
And  thy  triumphant  name  then  would  1  raise 
Bove  all  the  gods,  thee  only  honoring  ; 
My  guide,  my  god,  my  victor,  and  my  king : 
Till  then,  drad  Lord !  vouchsafe  to  take  of  me 
This  simple  song,  thus  fram'd  in  praise  of  thee. 


AN  HYMNE 

IN  HONOUR  OF  BEAUTIE. 

Ah  !  whither.  Love !  wilt  thou  now  carry  mee? 
What  wontlesse  fury  dost  thou  now  inspire 
Into  my  feeble  breast,  too  full  of  thee  ? 
Whylest  seeking  to  aslake  thy  raging  fyre. 
Thou  in  me  kindlest  much  more  great  desyre. 
Anil  u|)  aloft  aiiove  my  strength  doth  rayse 
The  wondrous  matter  of  my  tire  to  [)raise. 

K  2 


190  HYMNES. 

That  as  I  earst,  in  praise  of  thine  owne  name, 
So  now  in  honour  of  thy  mother  dearo, 
An  honourable  llymne  I  eke  should  frame, 
And,  with  the  brightnesse  of  her  beautie  cleare, 
The  ravisht  hearts  of  gazefuU  men  might  reare 
To  admiration  of  that  heavenly  light,         [might. 
From   whence    proceeds   such   soule-enchanting 

Therto   do   thou,    great   Goddesse!    Queene   of 

Beauty, 
Mother  of  Love,  and  of  all  worlds  delight, 
"Without  whose  soverayne  grace  and  kindly  dewty 
Nothing  on  earth  seems  fayre  to  fleshly  sight. 
Doe  thou  vouchsafe  with  tliy  love-kindling  light 
T'  illuminate  my  dim  and  dulled  eyne, 
And  beautilie  this  sacred  Jlymne  of  thyne: 

That  both  to  thee,  to  whom  I  meane  it  most. 
And  eke  to  her,  whose  faire  immortall  beame 
Hath  darted  fyre  into  ray  feeble  ghost. 
That  now  it  wasted  is  with  woes  extreame. 
It  may  so  please,  that  she  at  length  will  streame 
Some  deaw  of  grace  into  my  withered  hart, 
After  long  sorrow  and  consuming  smart. 

What  time  this  worlds  great  Work- 
MAISTER  did  cast 
To  make  al  things  such  as  we  now  behold. 
It  seems  that  he  before  his  eyes  had  plast 
A  goodly  paterne,  to  whose  perfect  mould 
He  fashiond  them  as  comely  as  he  could. 
That  now  so  faire  and  seemely  they  appeare, 
As  nought  may  be  amended  any  wheare. 
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That  wondrous  paterno,  wheresoore  it  bee, 
WlictlitT  in  oailli  luytl  up  in  secret  store. 
Or  else  in  licavin,  that  no  man  may  it  see 
With  sint'ull  cyts,  for  fearc  it  to  deHore, 
Is  perfect  Beautie,  which  all  men  adore  ; 
Whose  face  and  feature  doth  so  much  excell 
All  mortal  sence,  that  none  the  same  may  tell. 

Thereof  as  every  earthly  thing  partakes 
Or  more  or  losse,  by  influence  divine. 
So  it  more  faire  accordingly  it  makes, 
And  the  grosse  matter  of  this  earthly  myne 
"Which  closcth  it  thereafter  doth  rcfyne, 
J)oing  away  the  drosse  which  dims  the  light 
Of  that  faire  bcame  which  therein  is  empight. 

Tor,  through  infusion  of  celcstiall  powre. 
The  duller  earth  it  quickneth  with  delight, 
And  life-full  spirits  privily  doth  powre 
Through  all  the  parts,  that  to  the  looker's  sight 
They  seeme  to  please  ;  that  is  thy  soveraine  might, 
O  Cyprian  (pieene  !  which  flowing  from  the  bcame 
Of  tliy  bright  starre,  thou  into  them  doest  streame. 

That  is  the  thing  which  giveth  pleasant  grace 
To  all  things  fiiire,  that  kindleth  lively  fyre, 
Light  of  thy  lampe  ;  which,  shyning  in  the  face. 
Thence  to  the  soule  darts  amorous  desyre. 
And  robs  the  harts  of  those  which  it  admyre ; 
■^rherewith  thou  pointest  thy  sons  poysned  arrow. 
That  wounds   the   life,    and  wastes   the   inmost 
marrow. 
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How  vainely  then  do  ydle  wits  invent. 

That  Beautie  is  noii<iht  else  but  mixture  made 

Of  colours  faire,  and  goodly  temp'ranient 

Of  pure  complexions,  that  shall  quickly  fade 

And  passe  away,  like  to  a  sommers  shade ; 

Or  that  it  is  but  comely  composition 

Of  parts  well  measurd,  with  meet  disposition  ! 

Hath  white  and  red  in  it  such  wondrous  powre, 
That  it  can  pierce  through  th'  eyes  unto  the  hart. 
And  therein  stirre  such  rage  and  restlesse  stowre. 
As  nought  but  death  can  stint  his  dolours  smart? 
Or  can  proportion  of  the  outward  part 
Move  such  aft'ection  in  the  inward  mynd. 
That  it  can  rob  both  sense,  and  reason  blynd  ? 

Why  doe  not  then  the  blossomes  of  the  field. 
Which  are  arayd  with  much  more  orient  hew. 
And  to  the  sense  most  daintie  odours  yield, 
Worke  like  impression  in  the  lookers  vew  ? 
Or  why  doe  not  faire  pictures  like  powre  shew. 
In  which  oft-times  we  Nature  see  of  Art 
Exceld,  in  perfect  limming  every  part  ? 

But  ah !  beleeve  me  there  is  more  then  so. 
That  workes  such  wonders  in  the  minds  of  men ; 
T,  that  have  often  prov'd,  too  well  it  know. 
And  who  so  list  the  like  assayes  to  ken, 
Shall  find  by  trial,  and  confesse  it  then, 
That  Beautie  is  not,  as  fond  men  misdeeme. 
An  outward  shew  of  things  that  onely  seeme. 
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For  that  same  goodly  hew  of  white  and  red, 
W  ith  which  tlie  chcekes  are  spriiickled,  sliall  decay, 
And  those  sweete  rosy  leaves,  so  fairly  sprcd 
I'pon  the  lips,  shall  fade  and  fall  away 
To  that  they  were,  even  to  corrupted  clay : 
That  golden  wyre,  those  sparckling  stars  so  bright, 
Shall  turne  to  dust,  and  lose  their  goodly  light. 

But  that  faire  lanipe,  from  whose  cclestiall  ray 
That  light  proceedes,  which  kindleth  lovers  fire, 
Shall  never  be  extinguisht  nor  decay ; 
But,  when  the  vitall  spirits  doe  expyre. 
Unto  her  native  planet  shall  retyre ; 
For  it  is  heavenly  borne  and  caiuiot  die, 
Being  a  parcell  of  the  purest  skie. 

For  when  the  soule,  the  which  derived  was. 
At  first,  out  of  that  great  ininiortall  Spright, 
By  whom  all  live  to  love,  whilome  did  pas 
Down  from  the  toj)  of  purest  heavens  hight 
To  be  embodied  here,  it  then  tooke  light 
And  lively  spirits  from  that  fayrest  starre 
AVhich  lights  the  world  forth  from  his  firie  carre. 

Which  powre  retayning  still  or  more  or  lesse. 
When  she  in  fleshly  scede  is  eft  enraced. 
Through  every  part  she  doth  the  same  impresse. 
According  as  the  heavens  have  her  graced. 
And  frames  her  house,  in  which  she  will  be  placed. 
Fit  for  her  selfe,  adorning  it  with  spoyle 
Of  th'  heavenly  riches  which  she  robd  erewhyle. 
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Thereof  it  comes  that  these  fairs  soules,  which  have 
The  most  resemblance  of  that  heavenly  light. 
Frame  to  themselves  most  beautifull  and  brave 
Their  fleshly  bowre,  most  fit  for  their  delight. 
And  the  grosse  matter  by  a  soveraine  might 
Temper  so  trim,  that  it  may  well  be  scene 
A  pallace  fit  for  such  a  virgin  ([ueeue. 

So  every  spirit,  as  it  is  most  pure. 

And  hath  in  it  the  more  of  heavenly  light. 

So  it  the  fairer  bodie  doth  procure 

To  habit  in,  and  it  more  fairely  dight 

With  chearfull  grace  and  amiable  sight ; 

For  of  the  soule  the  bodie  forme  doth  take ; 

For  soule  is  forme,  and  doth  the  bodie  make. 

Therefore  where-ever  that  thou  doest  behold 
A  comely  corpse,  with  beautie  faire  endewed. 
Know  this  for  certaine,  that  the  same  doth  hold 
A  beauteous  soule,  with  faire  conditions  thewed, 
Fit  to  receive  the  seede  of  vertue  strewed ; 
For  all  that  faire  is,  is  by  nature  good ; 
That  is  a  sign  to  know  the  gentle  blood. 

Yet  oft  it  falles  that  many  a  gentle  mynd 
Dwels  in  deformed  tabernacle  drownd, 
Either  by  chaunce,  against  the  course  of  kynd. 
Or  through  luiaptnesse  in  the  substance  fownd. 
Which  it  assumed  of  some  stubborne  grownd. 
That  will  not  yield  unto  her  formes  direction. 
But  is  peiform'd  with  some  foule  imperfection. 
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And  (»ft  it  falk's,  (ay  me,  the  more  to  rew !) 
That  goodly  15eaulie,  albe  heavenly  borne, 
Is  t'oule  abusd,  and  that  celestiall  hew, 
Which  <h)th  the  worhl  witli  her  dehght  adome. 
Made  but  the  bait  of  sinne,  and  sinners  scorne, 
Whilest  every  one  doth  seeke  and  sew  to  have  it. 
But  every  one  doth  seeke  but  to  deprave  it. 

Yet  natliemore  is  that  taire  Beauties  blame. 

But  theirs  that  do  abuse  it  unto  ill : 

Nothing-  so  good,  l)ut  that  through  guilty  shame 

May  be  corrupt,  and  wrested  unto  will : 

Nathelesse  the  soule  is  taire  and  beauteous  still. 

However  fleshes  fault  it  lilthy  make ; 

For  things  immortall  no  corruption  take. 

But  ye,  faire  Dames  !  the  worlds  deare  ornaments, 
And  lively  images  of  heavens  light. 
Let  not  your  beanies  with  such  disparagements 
Be  dimd,  and  your  bright  glorie  darkned  quight ; 
But,  mindfull  still  of  your  Hrst  countries  sight. 
Doe  still  preserve  your  first  informed  grace. 
Whose  shadow  yet  shynes  in  your  beauteous  face. 

Loath  that  foule  blot,  that  hellish  fierbrand, 
Disloiall  lust,  fair  Beauties  foulest  blame. 
That  base  afiection,  which  your  eares  would  bland 
Commend  to  you  by  Loves  abused  name. 
But  is  indeede  the  bondslave  of  Defame  ; 
Which  will  the  garland  of  your  glorie  niarre. 
And  quench  the  light  of  your  brightshyning  starre. 
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But  gentle  Love,  that  loiall  is  and  trew, 
Will  more  illumine  your  resplendent  ray, 
And  add  more  briglitnesse  to  your  goodly  hew. 
From  light  ot"  his  pure  fire  ;  which,  by  like  way 
Kindled  of  yours,  your  likenesse  doth  display ; 
Like  as  two  rairrours,  by  opposd  reflection. 
Doe  both  expresse  the  faces  first  impression. 

Therefore,  to  make  your  beautie  more  appeare. 
It  you  behoves  to  love,  and  forth  to  lay 
That  heavenly  riches  which  in  you  ye  beare, 
That  men  the  more  admyre  their  fountaine  may ; 
For  else  what  booteth  that  celestiall  ray. 
If  it  in  darknesse  be  enshrined  ever. 
That  it  of  loving  eyes  be  vewed  never  ? 

But,  in  your  choice  of  loves,  this  well  advize. 

That  likest  to  your  selves  ye  them  select. 

The  which  your  forms  first  sourse  may  sympathize, 

And  with  like  beauties  parts  be  inly  deckt ; 

For  if  you  loosely  love  without  respect. 

It  is  not  love,  but  a  discordant  warre. 

Whose  unlike  parts  amongst  themselves  do  iarre. 

For  love  is  a  celestiall  harmonic 
Of  likely  harts  composd  of  starres  concent. 
Which  ioyne  together  in  sweete  sympathie. 
To  work  each  others  ioy  and  true  content. 
Which  they  have  harbourd  since  their  first  descent 
Out  of  their  heavenly  bowres,  where  they  did  see 
And  know  ech  other  here  belov'd  to  bee. 
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Then  wioiii;-  it  wort'  that  any  other  twaiiie 
ShouUl  in  Loves  <;eiitle  baud  coiuhyned  bee 
But  those  vvhoni  Heaven  <Ud  at  first  ordaitio. 
And  made  out  of  one  mould  the  more  t'  agree ; 
For  all,  that  like  the  beautie  which  they  see. 
Straight  do  not  love ;  for  Love  is  not  so  light 
As  streight  to  burne  at  first  beholders  sight. 

But  they,  which  love  indeede,  looke  otherwise, 
With  pure  regartl  and  spotlesse  true  intent, 
Drawing  out  of  the  obiect  of  their  eyes 
A  more  refyned  form,  which  they  present 
ITnto  their  mind,  voide  of  all  blemishment ; 
AVhich  it  reducing  to  her  first  piifection, 
Beholdeth  free  from  fleshes  frayle  infection. 

And  then  conforming  it  unto  the  light, 

A^'hich  in  it  selfe  it  hath  remaining  still. 

Of  that  first  sunne,  yet  sparckling  in  his  sight. 

Thereof  he  fashions  in  his  higher  skill 

An  heavenly  beautie  to  his  fancies  will ; 

And,  it  embracing  in  his  mind  entyre. 

The  mirrour  of  his  owne  thought  doth  admyre. 

Which  seeing  now  so  inly  faire  to  be. 

As  outward  it  appearcth  to  the  eye, 

And  with  his  spirits  proportion  to  agree. 

He  thereon  fixeth  all  his  fantasie. 

And  fully  setteth  his  felicitie  ; 

Counting  it  fairer  then  it  is  indeede, 

And  yet  indeede  her  fairnesse  doth  exceede. 
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For  lovers  eyes  more  sharply  sighted  bee 
Then  other  mens,  and  in  dearc  loves  delight 
See  more  then  any  other  eyes  can  see, 
Through  rautiiall  receipt  of  beames  bright. 
Which  carrie  privie  message  to  the  spright, 
And  to  their  eyes  that  inmost  faire  display. 
As  plaine  as  light  discovers  dawning  day. 

Therein  they  see,  through  amorous  eye-glaunces. 
Armies  of  Loves  still  tiying  too  and  fro. 
Which  dart  at  them  their  litle  fierie  launces  ; 
Whom  having  wounded,  back  againe  they  go. 
Carrying  compassion  to  their  lovely  foe ; 
Who,  seeing  her  faire  eyes  so  sharp  effect, 
Cures  all  their  sorrowes  with  one  sweet  aspect. 

In  which  how  many  wonders  doe  they  reede 

To  their  conceipt,  that  others  never  see ! 

Now  of  her  smiles,  with  which  their  soules  they 

feede, 
Like  gods  with  nectar  in  their  bankets  free  ; 
Now  of  her  lookes,  which  like  to  corcUals  bee ; 
But  when  her  words  embassade  forth  she  sends, 
Lord,  how  sweete  musicke  that  unto  them  lends ! 

Sometimes  upon  her  forhead  they  behold 

A  thousand  graces  masking  in  delight ; 

Sometimes  within  her  eye-lids  they  unfold 

Ten  thousand  sweet  belgards,  which  to  their  sight 

Doe  seeme  like  twinckling  starres  in  frostie  night; 

But  on  her  lips,  like  rosy  buds  in  May, 

So  many  millions  of  chaste  Pleasures  play. 
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All  those,  O  Cytliorea !  and  tliousjiiuls  more 
Thy  luindmaides  he,  which  do  on  tliee  attend. 
To  decke  thy  beautie  with  their  dainties  store. 
That  may  it  more  to  raortall  eyes  commend. 
And  make  it  more  admyr'd  of  toe  anti  trend  ; 
That  in  mens  liaris  thou  mayst  thy  throne  cnstall. 
And  spred  thy  h>vely  kingdome  over  all. 

Then  lo,  tryumph!  O  great  Beauties  Queene, 
Advance  tlu;  banner  of  thy  conquest  hie. 
That  all  this  world,  the  which  thy  vassels  beene, 
May  draw  to  thee,  and  with  dew  fealtie 
Adore  the  pow  re  of  thy  great  majestic. 
Singing  this  IJynine  in  honour  of  thy  name, 
Compyld  by  me,  which  thy  poor  liegeman  am  ! 

In  lieu  whereof  graunt,  O  great  Soveraine ! 
That  she,  whose  conquering  beauty  doth  captive 
My  trembling  hart  in  her  eternall  chaine. 
One  drop  of  grace  at  length  will  to  me  give. 
That  I  her  bounden  thrall  by  her  may  live. 
And  this  same  life,  which  first  fro  me  she  reaved. 
May  owe  to  her,  of  w  hom  I  it  receaved. 

And  you  faire  Venus  dearling,  my  dear  Dread  ! 
Presh  flowre  of  grace,  great  goddesse  of  my  Ufe, 
When  your  faire  eyes  these  fearfuU  lines  shall  read, 
Deigne  to  let  fall  one  drop  of  dew  reliefe. 
That  may  recure  my  harts  long  i)yning  griefe. 
And  shew  what  wondrous  powre  your  beauty  hatn. 
That  can  restore  a  damned  wight  from  death. 
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AN  HYMNE 

OF  HEAVENLY    LOVE. 

Love,  lift  me  up  upon  thy  golden  wings 
From  this  base  world  unto  thy  heavens  hight, 
"Where  I  may  see  those  admirable  things 
Which  there  thou  workest  by  thy  soveraine  might. 
Fane  above  feeble  reach  of  earthly  sight, 
That  I  thereof  a)i  heavenly  Hymne  may  sing 
Unto  the  God  of  Love,  high  heavens  King. 

Many  lewd  layes  (ah!  woe  is  me  the  more  !) 
In  praise  of  that  mad  fit  which  fooles  call  Love, 
I  have  in  th'  heat  of  youth  made  heretofore, 
That  in  light  wits  did  loose  affection  move ; 
But  all  those  follies  now  I  do  reprove, 
And  turned  have  the  tenor  of  my  string. 
The  heavenly  prayses  of  true  Love  to  sing. 

And  ye  that  wont  with  greedy  vaine  desire 
To  reade  my  fault,  and,  wondring  at  my  flame. 
To  warme  your  selves  at  my  wide  sparckling  fire, 
Sith  now  that  heat  is  quenched,  quench  my  blame. 
And  in  her  ashes  shrowd  my  dying  shame  ; 
For  who  my  passed  follies  now  pursewes, 
Beginnes  his  owne,  and  my  old  fault  renewes. 
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Before  this  worlds  great   frame,  in 
which  al  things 
Are  now  containd,  found  any  being-place. 
Ere  flittinc,  Time  could  wag-  his  eyas  wings 
About  that  niif;litie  Ixxuul  Mhich  doth  embrace 
The  rolling  splu-res,  and  parts  their  houres  by  space, 
That  High  Eternall  Powre,  which  now  doth  move 
In  all  these  things,  mov'd  in  it  selfe  by  love. 

It  lovd  it  selfe,  because  it  selfe  was  faire  ; 
(For  fair  is  lov'd ;)  and  of  it  self  begot 
Like  to  it  selfe  his  eldest  Sonne  and  Heue, 
Eternall,  pure,  and  voide  of  sinfuU  blot. 
The  firstling  of  His  ioy,  in  whom  no  iot 
Of  loves  dislike  or  pride  was  to  be  found, 
Whom  He  therefore  with  equall  honour  crownd. 

With  Him  he  raignd,  before  all  time  prescribed. 
In  endlesse  glorie  and  immortall  might. 
Together  with  that  Third  from  them  derived. 
Most  wise,  most  holy,  most  almightie  Spright ! 
Whose  kingdomes  throne  no  thoughts  of  earthly 

wight 
Can  comprehend,  much  lesse  my  trembling  verse 
With  equall  words  can  hope  it  to  reherse. 

Yet,  O  most  blessed  Spirit !   pure  lampe  of  light, 
Eternall  spring  of  grace  and  wisedom  trew. 
Vouchsafe  to  shed  into  my  1)arren  spright 
Some  little  drop  of  thy  celestiall  dew. 
That  may  my  rymes  with  sweet  infuse  embrew, 
And  give  me  words  equall  imto  my  thought, 
To  tell  the  marveiles  by  thy  mercie  wrought. 

s2 
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Yet  being  pregnant  still  with  powiefull  grace, 

And  full  of  fniitfuU  Love,  that  loves  to  get 

Things  like  hiniselfe,  and  to  enlarge  his  race, 

His  second  brood,  though  not  of  powre  so  great. 

Yet  full  of  beautie,  next  He  did  beget. 

An  infinite  increase  of  angels  bright, 

All  glistring  glorious  in  their  Makers  light. 

To  them  the  heavens  illimitable  hight 
(Not  this  round  heaven,  which  we  from  hence  be- 
hold, 
Adornd  with  thousand  lamps  of  burning  light. 
And  with  ten  thousand  gemmes  of  shyning  gold,) 
He  gave  as  their  inheritance  to  hold. 
That  they  might  serve  Him  in  eternall  blis. 
And  be  partakers  of  those  ioyes  of  His. 

There  they  in  their  trinall  triplicities 
About  Him  wait,  and  on  His  will  depend. 
Either  with  nimble  wings  to  cut  the  skies. 
When  He  them  on  His  messages  doth  send. 
Or  on  His  owne  dread  presence  to  attend. 
Where  they  behold  the  glorie  of  His  light. 
And  caroll  hymnes  of  love  both  day  and  night. 

Both  day,  and  night,  is  unto  them  all  one ; 
For  He  His  beames  doth  unto  them  extend. 
That  darknesse  there  appeareth  never  none  ; 
Ne  hath  their  day,  ne  hath  their  blisse,  an  end. 
But  there  their  termelesse  time  in  pleasure  spend ; 
Ne  ever  should  their  happinesse  decay. 
Had  not  they  dar'd  their  Lord  to  disobay. 
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But  prido,  impatif  nt  of  lont;-  rustiiin'  pcaco, 
Difl  piirt'o  thi>m  up  with  <>rf(?(Iy  hoM  (imbitioii, 
That  they  gan  cast  tlieir  stato  how  to  increase 
Above  the  fortune  of  their  first  condition, 
And  sit  in  Gods  own  seat  without  commission  :    , 
The  lirightest  angel,  even  tlie  child  of  Light, 
Drew  millions  more  against  their  Cod  to  light. 

Th'  Ahiiighty,  seeing  their  so  bold  assay, 
Kindled  the  tlame  of  J  lis  consuming  yre. 
And  with  ilis  oncly  breath  them  blew  away 
From  heavens  hight,  to  which  they  did  aspyre. 
To  dee[)est  hell,  and  lake  of  damned  fyre. 
Where  they  in  darknesse  and  dread  horror  dwell. 
Hating  the  happie  light  from  which  they  fell. 

So  that  next  off-spring  of  the  Makers  love, 

Next  to  Himselfe  in  glorious  degree, 

Degendering  to  hate,  fell  from  above 

Through  |)ride  ;  (for  pride  aiul  love  may  ill  agree  ;) 

And  now  of  sinne  to  all  ensample  bee  : 

How  then  can  sinfull  flesh  it  selfe  assure, 

Sith  purest  angels  fell  to  be  impure  ? 

But  that  Etiriiall  I'ount  of  love  and  grace, 
Still  flowing  forth  i  lis  goodnesse  unto  all, 
Now  seeing  left  a  waste  and  emptie  place 
In  His  wyde  pallace,  through  those  angels  fall, 
Cast  to  supply  the  same,  and  to  cnstall 
A  new  unknowen  colony  therein. 
Whose  root  from  earths  base  groundworke  should 
begin. 
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Therefore  of  clay,  base,  vile,  and  next  to  nought. 
Yet  formVl  by  wondrous  skill,  and  by  His  might. 
According  to  an  heavenly  patterne  wrought. 
Which  He  had  fashiond  in  his  wise  foresight. 
He  man  did  make,  and  breathd  a  living  spright 
Into  his  face,  most  beautifull  and  fayre, 
Endewd  with  wisedomes  riches,  heavenly,  rare. 

Such  He  him  made,  that  he  resemble  might 
Himselfe,  as  mortall  thing  immortall  could ; 
Him  to  be  lord  of  every  living  wight 
He  made  by  love  out  of  his  owne  like  mould, 
In  whom  he  might  his  mightie  selfe-behould ; 
For  Love  doth  love  the  thing  belov  d  to  see. 
That  like  it  selfe  in  lovely  shape  may  bee. 

But  man,  forgetfull  of  his  Makers  grace 
No  lesse  than  angels,  whom  he  chd  ensew, 
Fell  from  the  hope  of  promist  heavenly  place. 
Into  the  mouth  of  Death,  to  sinners  dew, 
And  all  his  off-spring  into  thraldorae  threw, 
Where  they  for  ever  should  in  bonds  remaine 
Of  never-dead  yet  ever-dying  paine. 

Till  that  great  Lord  of  Love,  which  him  at  first 

Made  of  meere  love,  and  after  liked  well. 

Seeing  him  lie  like  creature  long  accurst 

In  that  deep  horor  of  despeyred  hell. 

Him,  wretch,  in  doole  would  let  no  longer  dwell. 

But  cast  out  of  that  bondage  to  redeeme, 

And  pay  the  price,  all  were  his  debt  cxtreeme. 
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Out  of  the  bosomc  of  ctornall  l)lissc, 

In  which  He  rfigiifd  witli  J I  is  gh)rious  Syre, 

He  (lowne  descended,  like  a  most  deraisse 

And  abiect  thrall,  in  Heshes  fiaile  attyre^ 

That  He  for  him  mi|;ht  pay  sinnes  deadly  hyre, 

And  him  restort!  unto  that  happie  state 

In  which  he  stood  before  his  haplesse  fate. 

In  flesh  at  first  the  p;uilt  committed  was. 
Therefore  in  flesh  it  must  be  satisfyde  ; 
Nor  spirit,  nor  aiiiicl,  though  they  man  surpas. 
Could  make  amemls  to  God  for  mans  misguyde, 
But  onely  man  himselfe,  who  selfe  did  slyde : 
So,  taking  flesh  of  sacred  virgins  wombe. 
For  mans  dearc  sake  He  did  a  man  become. 


And  that  most  blessed  bodie,  which  was  borne 
Without  all  blemish  or  rcprochfull  blame. 
He  freely  gave  to  be  both  rent  and  torne 
Of  cruel!  hands,  who  with  despightfuU  shame 
Revyling  Him,  that  them  most  vile  became. 
At  lengtlx  Him  nayled  on  a  gallovv-tree. 
And  slew  the  lust  by  most  uniust  decree. 

O  huge  and  most  unspeakeable  impression 

Of  Loves  deep  wound,  that  pierst  the  piteous  hart 

Of  that  deare  Lord  with  so  entyre  attection. 

And,  sharply  launcing  every  inner  part. 

Dolours  of  death  into  His  soule  did  dart. 

Doing  him  die  that  never  it  deserved. 

To  free  His  foes,  that  from  His  heast  had  swerved ! 


206  HYMNES. 

What  hart  can  feel  least  touch  of  so  sore  launch. 
Or  tliou}i,ht  can  think  the  depth  of  so  deare  wound  ? 
Whose  bleeding  sourse  their  streames  yet  never 

staunch. 
But  stil  do  How,  and  freshly  still  redownd. 
To  heale  the  sores  of  sinfull  soules  unsound. 
And  dense  the  guilt  of  that  infected  cryme 
Which  was  enrooted  in  all  fleshly  slyme. 

O  blessed  Well  of  Love  !  O  Floure  of  Grace  ! 

O  glorious  Morning-Starre  '.  O  Lampe  of  Light ! 

Most  lively  image  of  thy  Fathers  face, 

Eternal  King  of  Glorie,  Lord  of  Might, 

Meeke  Lambe  of  God,  before  all  worlds  behight. 

How  can  we  Thee  requite  for  all  this  good  ? 

Or  what  can  prize  that  Thy  most  precious  blood? 

Yet  nought  Thou  ask'st  in  lieu  of  all  this  love. 

But  love  of  us,  for  guerdon  of  thy  paine  : 

Ay  me !  what  can  us  lesse  than  that  behove  ? 

Had  He  required  life  for  us  againe. 

Had  it  beene  wrong  to  ask  His  owne  withgaine? 

He  gave  us  life.  He  it  restored  lost ; 

Then  life  were  least,  that  us  so  little  cost. 

But  He  our  life  hath  left  unto  us  free. 
Free  that  was  thrall,  and  blessed  that  was  band ; 
Ne  ought  demaunds  but  that  we  loving  bee. 
As  He  Himselfe  hath  lov'd  us  afore-hand. 
And  bound  therto  with  an  eternall  band. 
Him  first  to  love  that  was  so  dearely  bought. 
And  next  our  brethren,  to  his  image  wrought. 
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Him  first  to  love  great  rijilit  and  reason  is. 
Who  first  to  us  our  lite  and  heini^  giive, 
And  after,  when  we  fared  had  aniisse, 
Us  wretclies  from  the  second  death  did  save; 
And  hist,  the  food  of  hfe,  which  now  we  have. 
Even  He  J  limselfe,  in  his  dear  sacrament. 
To  feede  our  hungry  soules,  unto  us  lent. 

Tlien  next,  to  h)ve  our  brctliren,  that  were  made 
Of  that  seHe  mouhl,  and  that  self  Maker's  hand, 
That  we,  and  to  the  same  againe  shall  fade. 
Where  they  shall  have  like  heritage  of  land. 
However  here  on  higher  steps  we  stand. 
Which  also  were  with  selfe-same  price  redeemed 
That  we,  however  of  us  light  esteemed. 

And  were  they  not,  yet  since  that  loving  Lord 
Commaunded  us  to  love  them  for  His  sake, 
Even  for  His  sake,  and  for  His  sacred  word, 
Which  in  His  last  becjuest  He  to  us  spake, 
W^e  should  them  love,  and  with  their  needs  partake ; 
Knowing  that,  whatsoere  to  them  we  give. 
We  give  to  Him  by  whom  we  all  doe  live. 

Such  mercy  He  by  His  most  holy  reede 
Unto  us  taught,  and  to  approve  it  trew, 
Ensampled  it  by  His  most  righteous  deede. 
Shewing  us  mercie  (miserable  crew  !) 
That  we  the  like  should  to  the  wretches  shew, 
And  love  our  brethren  ;  thereby  to  approve 
How  much,  Himselfe  that  loved  us,  we  love. 
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Then  rouze  thy  selfe,  O  Earth  !  out  of  thy  soyle, 
Tn  which  thou  wallowest  hke  to  hUhy  swyne. 
And  doest  thy  mynd  in  durty  pleasures  moyle ; 
Unmindfull  of  that  dearest  Lord  of  thyne ; 
Lift  up  to  II im  thy  heavie  clouded  eyne, 
That  thou  this  soveraine  bountie  mayst  behold. 
And  read,  through  love,  His  mercies  manifold. 

Beginne  from  first,  where  He  encradled  was 
In  simple  cratch,  wrapt  in  a  wad  of  hay, 
Betweene  the  toylfull  oxe  and  humble  asse. 
And  in  what  rags,  and  in  how  base  aray, 
The  glory  of  our  heavenly  riches  lay. 
When  Him  the  silly  shepheards  came  to  see. 
Whom  greatest  princes  sought  on  lowest  knee. 

From  thence  reade  on  the  storie  of  His  life. 
His  humble  carriage,  His  unfaulty  wayes, 
His  cancred  foes,  His  fights,  His  toyle.  His  strife. 
His  paines,  His  povertie.  His  sharpe  assayes. 
Through  which  He  past  His  miserable  dayes. 
Offending  none,  and  doing  good  to  all. 
Yet  being  malist  both  by  great  and  small. 

And  look  at  last,  how  of  most  wretched  wights 
He  taken  was,  betrayd,  and  false  accused, 
How  with  most  scornfuU  taunts,  and  fell  despights 
He  was  revyld,  disgrast,  and  foule  abused  ; 
How  scourgd,  how  crownd,  how  buffeted,  how 

brused ; 
And  lastly,  how  twixt  robbers  crucifyde, 
With  bitter  wounds  through  hands,  through  feet, 

and  syde ! 
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Then  let  thy  flinty  hart,  that  feeles  no  paine, 
Enipierced  In-  witli  pittifull  remorse, 
AikI  let  thy  howds  bltede  in  every  vaine, 
At  sight  of  His  most  sacred  heavenly  corse, 
So  torne  and  mangled  with  malicious  torse  ; 
Andletthy  soule.whose  sins  His  sorrows  wrought, 
Melt  into  tcares,  and  grone  in  grieved  thought. 

With  sence  whereof,  whilest  so  thy  softened  spirit 
Is  inly  toucht,  and  hund)Ied  with  meeke  /.eale 
Through  meditation  of  His  endlesse  merit. 
Lift  up  thy  mind  to  th'  Author  of  thy  weale. 
And  to  His  soveraine  mercie  doe  appeale ; 
Learne  Him  to  love  that  loved  thee  so  deare, 
And  in  thy  hrcst  His  blessed  image  beare. 

With  all  thy  hart,  with  all  thy  soule  and  mind. 
Thou  must  Him  love,  and  His  beheasts  embrace  ; 
All  other  loves,  w  ith  which  the  world  doth  blind 
Weake  fancies,  and  stirre  up  affections  base, 
Thou  must  renounce  and  utterly  displace. 
And  give  thy  selfe  unto  Him  full  and  free, 
That  full  and  freely  gave  Himselfe  to  thee. 

Then  shalt  thou  feele  thy  spirit  so  possest. 
And  ravisht  with  devouring  great  desire 
Of  His  dear  selfe,  that  shall  thy  feeble  brest 
Inflame  with  love,  and  set  thee  all  on  fire 
With  burning  zeale,  through  every  part  entire. 
That  in  no  eardily  thing  thou  shalt  delight. 
But  in  His  sweet  and  amiable  sight. 
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Thenceforth  all  worlds  desire  will  in  thee  dye, 
And  all  earthes  2;lorio,  on  which  men  do  gaze, 
Seenie  dint  and  drossc  in  thy  |)ine-sit>hted  eye, 
Compar'd  to  that  celestiall  licauties  bUize, 
Whose  glorious  beames  all  fleshly  sense  doth  daze 
AA^ith  admiration  of  their  passing  light, 
Blinding  the  eyes,  and  lumining  the  spright. 

Then  shall  thy  ravisht  soul  inspired  bee 
With  heavenly  thoughts,  farre  above  humane  skil, 
And  thy  bright  radiant  eyes  shall  plainely  see 
Th'  idee  of  His  pure  glorie  present  still 
Before  thy  face,  that  all  thy  spirits  shall  fill 
With  sweete  enragement  of  celestiall  love. 
Kindled  through  sight  of  those  faire  things  above. 


AN  HYMNE 

OF  HEAVENLY  BEAUTIE. 

11  APT  with  the  rage  of  mine  own  ravisht  thought. 
Through  contemplation  of  those  goodly  sights. 
And  glorious  images  in  heaven  wrought. 
Whose  wondrous  beauty,  breathing  sweet  dehghts. 
Do  kindle  love  in  high  conceipted  sprights  ; 
I  faine  to  tell  the  things  that  I  behold. 
But  feele  my  wits  to  faile,  and  tongue  to  fold. 
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Vouchsafe  then,  O  Thou  most  Almij>  hlic  Sprij;ht ! 
From  whom  all  i;uifts  of  wit  and  knowKdgo  How, 
To  shod  into  thy  l)n;ast  somo  s|)arklin^-  light 
Of  Thiuo  etornall  truth,  (hat  I  may  show 
Sonu!  little  l)t  amis  to  niortall  cy*'S  helow 
Of  thatimmortall  15iautio,  there  with  Thee, 
Which  in  my  weake  tlistraughted  mynd  1  see ; 

That  with  the  glorie  of  so  goodly  sight 

The  hearts  of  men,  which  fondly  here  admyre 

Faire  seeming  shewes,  and  feed  on  vaine  delight. 

Transported  with  celestiall  desyre 

Of  those  faire  formes,  may  lift  themselves  up  hyer. 

And  learne  to  love,  with  zealous  humble  dewty, 

Th'  Eteruall  Tountaine  of  tiiat  heaveidy  Beauty. 

Beginning  then  below,  with  th'  easie  vew 
Of  this  base  world,  subiect  to  fleshly  eye. 
From  thence  to  mount  aloft,  by  order  dew. 
To  contem|)lation  of  th'imniortall  sky; 
Of  the  soare  faulcon  so  I  learne  to  flye. 
That  flags  a  while  her  fluttering  wings  beneath, 
Till  she  her  selfe  for  stronger  flight  can  breath. 

Then  looke,  who  list  thy  gazefuU  eyes  to  feed 
With  sight  of  that  is  faire,  looke  on  the  frame 
Of  this  wyde  universe,  and  therein  reed 
The  endlesse  kinds  of  creatures  which  by  name 
Thou  canst  not  count,  much  less  their  natures  aime ; 
All  which  are  made  with  wondrous  wise  respect. 
And  all  with  admirable  beautie  deckt. 
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First,  th'  Earth,  on  adamantine  pillers  founded 
Amid  the  Sea,  engirt  with  brasen  bands  ; 
Then  th'  Aire  still  Hitting,  but  yet  firmely  bounded 
On  everie  side,  w  itli  pyles  of  darning  brands. 
Never  consum'd,  nor  quencht with mortall  hands; 
And,  last,  that  niightie  shining  eristall  wall, 
Wlierewith  he  hath  encompassed  this  all. 

By  view  whereof  it  plainly  may  appeare. 
That  still  as  every  thing  doth  upward  tend. 
And  further  is  from  earth,  so  still  more  cleare 
And  faire  it  growes,  till  to  his  perfect  end 
Of  purest  Beautie  it  at  last  ascend  ; 
Ayre  more  then  water,  fire  much  more  then  ayre. 
And  heaven  then  fire,  appeares  more  pure  and 
fay  re. 

Looke  thou  no  further,  but  affixe  thine  eye 
On  that  bright  shynie  round  still  moving  masse, 
The  house  of  Blessed  God,  which  men  call  Skye, 
All  sowd  with  glistring  stars  more  thicke  then 

grasse, 
Whereof  each  other  doth  in  brightnesse  passe. 
But  those  two  most,  which,  ruhng  night  and  day. 
As  king  and  queene,  the  heavens  empire  sway  ; 

And  tell  me  then,  what  hast  thou  ever  scene 
That  to  their  beautie  may  compaied  bee, 
Or  can  the  sight  that  is  most  sharpe  and  keene 
Endure  their  captains  flaming  head  to  see  ? 
How  much  lesse  those,  much  higher  in  degree. 
And  so  much  fairer,  and  much  more  then  these, 
As  these  are  fairer  then  the  land  and  seas  ? 
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Tor  fane  above  these  heavens,  vvhieli  here  we  see. 
Be  others  farre  exceeding  these  in  Hght, 
Not  bonn(U(l,  not  corrupt,  as  these  same  bee, 
lint  infinite  in  hunt  lusse  and  in  hight, 
IninovinQ,",  unc()rru|)t,  and  spoth'sse  bright, 
'lliat  need  no  snnne  t'  ilhiniinate  their  spheres, 
JBut  their  owne  native  hght  farre  passing  theirs. 

And  as  these  heavens  still  by  degrees  arize. 
Until  they  come  to  their  first  Clovers  botmd. 
That  in  his  niiiihtic  compassi-  doth  comprize. 
And  Carrie  all  the  rist  with  him  around  ; 
So  those  likewise  doe  by  degrees  redound. 
And  rise  more  faire,  till  they  at  last  arive, 
To  the  most  taire,  whereto  they  all  do  strive. 

Faire  is  the  heaven  where  happy  soules  have  place, 

In  fidl  enioyment  of  felieitie, 

M' hence  they  doe  still  behold  the  glorious  face 

Of  the  Divine  Eternall  Maiestie  ; 

More  faire  is  that,  where  those  Idees  on  hie 

Enraunged  bi',  which  Plato  so  admyred. 

And  pure  Intelligences  from  God  inspyred. 

Yet  fairer  is  that  heaven,  in  which  do  raine 
Tlie  soveraigne  Pow  res  and  mightie  Potentates, 
AVhieh  in  their  high  protections  doe  containe 
All  mortall  princes  and  imperiall  states; 
And  fayrer  yet,  whereas  the  royall  8eates 
And  heavenly  Dominations  are  set. 
From  w  horn  all  earthly  governance  is  fet. 

t2 
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Yet  farre  more  faire  be  those  bright  Cherubins, 
Wliich  all  with  golden  wings  are  overdight, 
And  those  eternal!  l)urning  Seraphins, 
Which  from  their  faces  dart  out  fierie  light; 
Yet  fairer  then  they  both,  and  much  more  bright, 
Be  th' Angels  and  Archangels,  which  attend 
On  Gods  owne  person,  without  rest  or  end. 

These  thus  in  faire  each  other  farre  excelling, 
As  to  the  Highest  they  approach  more  near. 
Yet  is  that  Highest  farre  beyond  all  telling, 
Fairer  then  all  the  rest  which  there  appeare. 
Though  all  their  beauties  ioyn'd  together  were  ; 
How  then  can  mortall  tongue  hope  to  expresse 
The  image  of  such  endlesse  perfectnesse  ? 

Cease  then,  my  tongue !  and  lend  unto  my  mynd 
Leave  to  bethinke  how  great  that  Beautie  is. 
Whose  utmost  jmrts  so  beautifull  I  fynd  ; 
How  much  more  those  essential!  parts  of  His, 
His  truth,  His  love.  His  wisedome,  and  His  blis, 
His  grace.  His  doome.  His  mercy,  and  His  might. 
By  which  He  lends  us  of  Himselfe  a  sight ! 

Those  unto  all  He  daily  doth  display, 

And  shew  himselfe  in  th'  image  of  His  grace, 

As  in  a  looking-glasse,  through  which  He  may 

Be  scene  of  all  His  creatures  vile  and  base. 

That  are  unable  else  to  see  His  face, 

His  glorious  face  !  which  glistereth  else  so  bright. 

That  th'  angels  selves  can  not  endure  His  sight. 
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I?ijt  we,  fVaile  wiijlits  !  vvliosc  siu, lit  cannot  snstaine 
Tlio  suns  blight  Ijoanies  when  lie  on  us  dotli  shyne. 
But  that  their  points  rebutted  backe  againe 
Are  duld,  how  can  we  see  with  feeble  eyne 
The  glorie  of  that  Maiestie  Divine, 
In  sight  of  wiioin  both  sun  and  inoone  are  darke, 
Coni[)ared  to  His  least  resplendent  sparke? 

The  meanes,  therefore,  which  unto  us  is  lent 

Hira  to  behold,  is  on  His  workes  to  looke. 

Which  He  hath  made  in  beauty  excellent, 

And  in  tlu;  same,  as  in  a  brasen  booke. 

To  read  enregistred  in  every  iiooke 

His  goodnesse,  which  His  Beautie  doth  declare; 

For  all  thats  good  is  beautiful!  and  faire. 

Thence  gathering  plumes  of  perfect  speculation, 
To  impe  the  wings  of  thy  high  flying  mynd. 
Mount  up  aloft  through  heavenly  contemplation. 
From  this  darke  world,  whose  damps  the  soule  do 

blynd. 
And,  like  the  native  brood  of  eagles  kynd, 
On  that  bright  Sunne  of  Glorie  fixe  thine  eyes, 
Clear'd  from  grosse  mists  of  fraile  infirmities. 

Humbled  with  feare  anrl  awfull  reverence. 

Before  the  footestoole  of  Flis  Maiestie 

Throw  thy  selfe  downe,  with  treinl)ling  innocence, 

Ne  dare  looke  up  with  corruptible  eye 

On  the  dred  face  of  that  Great  Deity, 

For  feare,  lest  if  He  chaunce  to  look  on  thee, 

Thou  turne  to  nought,  and  quite  confounded  be. 
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But  lowly  fall  before  His  mercie  seate. 

Close  covered  with  the  Lambes  integrity 

From  the  iust  wrath  of  His  avengefuU  threate 

That  sits  upon  the  righteous  throne  on  hy; 

His  throne  is  built  upon  Eternity, 

More  hrnie  and  durable  then  Steele  or  brasse. 

Or  the  hard  diamond,  which  them  both  doth  passe. 

His  scepter  is  the  rod  of  Righteousnesse, 
With  which  He  bruseth  all  His  foes  to  dust. 
And  the  great  Dragon  strongly  doth  represse, 
Under  the  rigour  of  His  iudgment  iust ; 
His  seate  is  Truth,  to  which  the  faithfull  trust, 
Trom  whence  proceed  her  bearaes  so  pure  and 

bright. 
That  all  about  Him  sheddcth  glorious  light : 

Light,  farre  exceeding  that  bright  blazing  sparke 
IVhich  darted  is  from  Titans  flaming  head. 
That  with  his  b(!ames  enlumineth  the  darke 
And  dampish  air,  wherby  al  things  are  red ; 
Whose  nature  yet  so  much  is  marvelled 
Of  mortall  wits,  that  it  doth  much  amaze 
The  greatest  wisards  which  thereon  do  gaze. 

But  that  immortall  light,  which  there  doth  shine. 
Is  many  thousand  times  more  bright,  more  cleare. 
More  excellent,  more  glorious,  more  divine. 
Through  which  to  God  all  mortall  actions  here, 
And  even  the  thoughts  of  men,  do  plaine  appeare  ; 
For  from  th'  Eternall  Truth  it  doth  proceed. 
Through  heavenly  vertuo  which  her  beames  doe 
breed. 
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With  the  great  glorie  of"  that  wondrous  liglit 
His  throiio  is  all  ciiconipasscd  aroiiinl, 
And  hid  in  His  owik^  i)rightiiesse  from  the  sight 
Of  all  that  lookc  thereon  with  eyes  unsound  ; 
And  underneath  J  lis  feet  are  to  be  found 
Thunder,  and  lightning,  and  tempestuous  fyre, 
The  instruments  of  His  avenging  yre. 

There  in  His  bosomc  Sapience  doth  sit. 
The  soveraine  dcarliiig  of  the  Deity, 
Clad  like  a  queene  in  royall  robes,  most  fit 
For  so  great  powre  and  peerelesse  majesty. 
And  all  with  gemmes  and  iewels  gorgeously 
Adornd,  that  brighter  then  the  starres  appeare. 
And  make  her  native  brightiies  seem  morecleare. 

And  on  her  head  a  crown  of  purest  gold 
Is  set,  in  signe  of  highest  soverainty ; 
And  in  her  hand  a  scepter  she  doth  hold, 
With  which  she  rules  the  house  of  God  on  hy, 
And  nxuageth  the  ever-moving  sky, 
And  in  the  same  these  lower  creatures  all 
Subiected  to  her  pown;  imperiall. 

Both  heaven  and  earth  obey  vnito  her  will. 

And  all  the  creatures  which  they  both  containe ; 

For  of  her  fulnesse  which  the  world  doth  till 

They  all  partake,  and  do  in  state  remaine 

As  their  great  Maker  did  at  her  first  ordaine. 

Through  observation  of  her  high  beheast, 

By  which  they  first  were  made,  and  still  increast. 
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The  fairnesse  of  her  face  no  tongue  can  tell ; 
For  she  the  daughters  of  all  weraens  race. 
And  angels  eke,  in  beautie  doth  excell, 
Sparkled  on  her  from  Gods  owne  glorious  face. 
And  more  increast  by  her  owne  goodly  grace. 
That  it  doth  farre  exceed  all  humane  thought, 
Ne  can  on  earth  compared  be  to  ought. 

Ne  could  that  Painter  (had  he  lived  yet) 
Which  pictured  Venus  with  so  curious  quill. 
That  all  posteritie  admyred  it, 
Have  purtray'd  this,  for  all  his  maistring  skill ; 
Ne  she  her  selfe,  had  she  remained  still. 
And  were  as  faire  as  fabling  wits  do  fayne. 
Could  once  come  neare  this  Beauty  soverayne. 

But  had  those  wits,  the  wonders  of  their  dayes. 
Or  that  sweete  Teian  poet,  which  did  spend 
His  plenteous  vaine  in  setting  forth  her  praise, 
Seen  but  a  glims  of  this  which  I  pretend. 
How  wondrously  would  he  her  face  commend. 
Above  that  idole  of  his  fayning  thought. 
That  all  the  world  should  with  his  rimes  be  fraught ! 

How  then  dare  I,  the  novice  of  his  art. 
Presume  to  picture  so  divine  a  wight. 
Or  hope  t'  expresse  her  least  perfections  part, 
^Vhose  beautie  Hlles  the  heavens  with  her  light. 
And  darkes  the  earth  with  shadow  of  her  sight  ? 
Ah,  gentle  Muse  !  thou  art  too  weake  and  faint 
The  pourtraict  of  so  heavenly  hew  to  paint. 
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Let  angels,  whicli  her  i^oodly  face  behold 
And  see  at.  will,  her  soveraigrie  praises  sing, 
And  those  most  saercd  mysteries  untold 
Of  that  t'aire  love  ot"  Mit;litie  Heavens  King-; 
Enough  is  me  t'  admyre  so  heavenly  thing, 
And,  being  thus  with  her  huge  love  possest, 
In  th'  only  wonder  of  her  selfe  to  rest. 

But  whoso  may,  thrise  happie  man  him  hold. 

Of  all  on  earth  whom  (iod  so  mueh  doth  grace. 

And  lets  his  owne  Beloved  to  behold ; 

For  in  the  view  of  her  celestiall  face 

All  ioy,  all  blisse,  all  happinesse,  have  place ; 

Ne  ought  on  earth  can  want  unto  the  wight 

Who  of  her  selfe  can  win  the  wishfull  sight. 

For  she,  out  of  her  secret  threasury, 
Plentie  of  riches  forth  on  him  will  powre. 
Even  heavenly  riches,  which  there  hidden  ly 
Within  the  closet  of  her  chastest  bowre, 
Th'  eternall  portion  of  her  precious  dowre. 
Which  Mighty  (jod  hath  given  to  her  free, 
And  to  all  those  w  Inch  thereof  worthy  bee. 

None  thereof  worthy  be,  but  those  whom  shee 
Vouchsafeth  to  her  presence  to  receave. 
And  letteth  them  her  lovely  face  to  see, 
Wherof  such  wondrous  pleasures  they  coneeave, 
And  sweete  contentment,  that  it  doth  bereave 
Their  soul  of  sense,  through  inlinite  delight. 
And  them  transport  from  Hesh  into  the  spright. 
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In  which  they  see  such  admirable  things. 
As  carries  them  into  an  extasy, 
And  heare  such  heavenly  notes  and  carolings 
Of  Gods  higii  praise,  that  filles  the  brasen  sky  ; 
And  t'eele  such  ioy  and  pleasure  inwardly, 
That  maketh  them  all  worldly  cares  forget, 
And  oncly  thinke  on  that  before  them  set. 

Ne  from  thenceforth  doth  any  fleshly  sense, 
Or  idle  thought  of  earthly  things,  remaine; 
But  all  that  earst  seemd  sweet  seemes  now  offense. 
And  all  that  pleased  earst  now  seemes  to  paine  : 
Their  ioy,  their  comfort,  their  desire,  their  gaine. 
Is  fixed  all  on  that  which  now  they  see ; 
All  other  sights  but  fayned  shadowes  bee. 

And  that  faire  lampe  which  useth  to  enflame 
The  hearts  of  men  with  selfe-consuming  fyre, 
Thenceforth  seemes  fowle,  and  full  of  sinfull  blame; 
And  all  that  pompe  to  which  proud  minds  aspyre 
By  name  of  Honor,  and  so  much  desyre, 
Seemes  to  them  basenesse,  and  all  riches  drosse, 
And  all  mirth  sadnesse,  and  all  lucre  losse. 

So  full  their  eyes  are  of  that  glorious  sight. 

And  senses  fraught  with  such  satietie. 

That  in  nought  else  on  earth  they  can  delight. 

But  in  th'  aspect  of  that  felicitie, 

Which  they  have  written  in  theyr  inward  ey ; 

On  which  they  feed;  and  in  theyr  fastened  mynd 

All  happie  ioy  and  full  contentment  fynd. 
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Ah,  then,  my  hungry  Soule  !  which  long  hast  tod 
On  idle  fancies  ot"  thy  foohsh  thought, 
And,  with  false  Beauties  flattring  bait  misled. 
Hast  after  vaine  deceiptfull  shadovves  sought, 
AVijich  all  are  tivd,  and  now  liavi'  left  thee  nought 
But  late  repentance  through  thy  follies  jjrief ; 
Ah  !  ceasse  to  gaze  on  matter  of  thy  urief : 

And  looke  at  last  up  to  that  Soveraigne  Light, 
From  whose  pure  beams  al  [)erfect  Beauty  springs, 
That  kindleth  love  in  every  godly  spright. 
Even  the  love  of  Goil ;  w  Inch  loathing  brings 
Of  this  vile  world  and  these  gay-seeming  things  ; 
With  whose  sweet  pleasures  being  so  possest, 
Thy  straying  thoughts  henceforth  for  ever  rest.  • 
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THE  EPISTLE. 

TO    THE    RIGHT    NOBLli    LADY, 

MARY, 

DAUGHTER    TO    THE    MOST    ILLUSTRIOUS     PRINCE, 
GEORGE,  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM. 

Most  noble  Lady!  I  have  presumed  to  present  this  Poem  to 
your  honourable  hand,  encouraged  onely  by  the  worth  of  the 
famous  Author,  (for  I  am  certainely  assured  by  the  ablest  and 
most  knowing  men,  tiiat  it  must  be  a  worke  of  Spencers,  of 
■whom  it  were  pitty  that  any  thing  should  bee  lost,)  and  doubt- 
ing not  but  your  Lady-ship  will  graciously  accept,  though 
from  a  nieane  hand,  this  humble  present,  since  the  man  that 
offers  it  is  a  true  honourer  and  observer  of  your  selfe  and 
your  princely  family,  and  shall  ever  remaine 

The  humblest  of  your  devoted  servants, 

THOMAS  WALKLEY. 


MARTIAL. 


Accipe  facimdi  Culiccm  studiosc  Mnronis, 
Ne  nugis  poaitis,  arma  virDnique  canas. 

See  here  that  stately  Muse,  that  erst  could  raise 

In  lasting  numbers  great  Elizaes  praise. 

And  dresse  faire  Vertue  in  so  rich  attire. 

That  even  her  foes  were  forced  to  admire 

And  court  her  heavenly  beauty!  Sheethat  taught 

The  Graces  grace,  and  made  the  Vertues  thought 

More  vertuous  than  before,  is  pleased  here 

To  slacke  her  serious  flight,  and  feed  your  eare 

With  love's  delightsome  toys  :  doe  not  refuse 

These  harmlesse  sports;  'tis  learned  Spencer's  Muse; 

But  think  his  loosest  poems  worthier  then 

The  serious  follies  of  vnskillfall  men. 
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CANTO  I. 


argument. 

Tlie  youtlily  Sheplieards  wonning  bere, 
And  Beauties  rare  displayd,  appeare  ; 
What  exercise  liee  cliiele  afl'ects, 
His  name  and  scornefuU  love  neglects. 


I. 

In  Ida  vale  (wlio  knowes  not  Ida  vale?) 
When  harmlcssc  Troy  j  ct  felt  not  Grecian  spite, 
An  hiiiulred  sliepiicards  wonn'd,  and  in  the  dale, 
AMiile  their  faire  llockes  the  three-leav'd  pastures  bite, 
The  sheplieards  bojes  with  hundred  sportings  light, 
Gave  wiiiges  unto  the  times  too  speedy  hast: 
Ah,  foolish  Lads  !  that  strove  with  lavish  wast 
So  fast  to  spend  the  time  that  spends  your  time  as  fast. 

II. 
Among  the  rest,  that  all  the  rest  excel'd, 
A  dainty  boy  there  wonn'd,  whose  harmlesse  yeares 
Now  in  their  freshest  budding  gently  sweld; 
llis  nimph-like  face  nerc  felt  the  nimble  sheeres. 
Youth's  downy  blossomc  through  his  chceke  appeares ; 
His  lovely  lim!)OS  (but  love  he  (juitc  discarded) 
Were  made  for  play  (but  he  no  play  regarded) 
And  fit  love  to  reward,  and  with  love  be  rew  ardcd. 

*  "  The  printer's  assertion,"  says  Mr.  Todd,  "  is  the  only 
aathority  on  which  this  Poem  has  been  admitted  into  the  edi- 
tions of  Spenser's  Works,  since  its  first  publication  in  1628. 
The  crilicks  agree  in  believing  that  it  was  not  written  by 
Spenser.  It  is  rather  remarkable  also  that  the  Poem,  if  it 
had  been  Spenser's,  should  have  been  unknown  to  the  editor 
of  his  Works  ill  Kill,  whom  I  believe  to  be  Gabriel  Harvey, 
his  particular  friend." 
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III. 
High  was  his  fore-licad,  arch't  with  silver  mould, 
(Where  never  aijoer  chiniish  riiikle  dighted,) 
His  aubiirne  lockes  hung  like  darke  threds  of  gold, 
That  wanton  aires  (witli  tlicir  faire  length  incited) 
To  play  among  their  wanton  curies  delighted  ; 
His  smiling  eyes  with  simple  truth  were  stor'd: 
Ah!  how  should  truth  in  those  thiefe  eyes  he  stor'd, 
Which  thousand  loves  had  stol'n,  and  never  one  re^ 
stor'd? 

IV. 

His  lilly-cheeke  might  sceme  an  ivory  plaine, 
More  purely  white  than  frozen  Apenine, 
Where  lovely  liashfulnesse  did  sweetly  raine, 
In  blusiiiiig  scarlet  cloth'd  and  purple  fine. 
A  hundred  hearts  had  this  delightful  shrine, 
(Still  cohl  it  selfe)  inllam'd  with  hot  desire. 
That  well  the  face  might  seem,  in  divers  tire. 
To  be  a  burning  snow,  or  else  a  freezing  fire. 

V, 

His  cheerfuil  lookes  and  merry  face  would  proove 
(If  eyes  the  index  be  where  thoughts  are  read) 
A  dainty  play-fellow  for  naked  Love; 
Of  all  the  other  parts  enough  is  sed. 
That  tiiey  were  fit  twins  for  so  fayre  a  head : 
Thousand  boyes  for  him,  thousand  maidens  dy'de ; 
Dye  tiiey  that  list,  for  such  his  rigorous  pride. 
He  thousand  boyes  (ah,  Foole!)  and  thousand  maids 
deni'd. 

VI. 

His  ioy  was  not  in  musiques  sweet  delight, 
(Though  well  his  hand  had  learnt  that  cunning  arte,) 
Or  dainty  songs  to  daintier  cares  indite. 
But  through  the  jilaines  to  chace  the  nible  hart 
With  well-lun'd  hounds;  or  with  his  eertaine  dart 
The  tusked  boare  or  savage  beare  to  wound; 
Meanc  time  his  heart  with  monsters  doth  abound ; 
Ah,  Foole!    to  sceke  so  farre  what  neerer  might  be 
found! 
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\  II. 
His  name  (well  know  iic  iiiitu  those  woody  sliadcs, 
Wlierc  mirewaided  lovers  oft  eoiiiplaiiie  them,) 
Aiieliiscs  was;  Aiieliises  oft  the  <;l:i(les 
And  mountains  heard,  Anehises  had  disdain'd  them  ; 
Not  all  their  love  one  gentle  looke  iiad  gain'd  them, 
That  roekcy  hills,  with  eeehoing  noyse  consenting, 
Anehises  j)laiird  ;  but  he  no  whit  relenting, 
Harderthen  rocky  hils,  langht  at  their  vaiiie  lamenting. 


CANTO  II. 


nrjumcnt. 
Diones  Garden  of  Delij^ht 
With  woiuk-r  holds  Anehises  sip;ht; 
While  t'roni  tiie  bower  such  niusique  sounds, 
As  all  his  senses  ueere  confounds. 

I. 
One  day  it  chanc't  as  hee  the  decre  pcrsude, 
Tyred  with  sport,  and  faint  with  weary  play, 
Fairc  Venus  grove  not  farrc  away  lie  view'd, 
Whoso  treml)ling  leaves  invite  him  there  to  stay, 
And  in  their  shades  his  sweating  limhes  display; 
There  in  the  cooling  glade  he  softly  paces, 
And  much  delighted  with  their  even  spaces, 
What  in  himsclfe  he  scorn'd,  hee  prais'd  tiieir  kind 

imbraces. 

II. 
The  woode  with  Paphian  myrtles  peopled, 
(Whose  springing  youth  felt  never  winters  spiting,) 
To  laurels  swcete  were  sw  eetely  married. 
Doubling  their  pleasing smels  in  their  nulling; 
Whcnsingle  much,  much  more  when  in  i\l,  delighting: 
No  foot  of  bcaste  durst  touch  this  hallowed  place, 
And  many  a  boy  that  long'd  the  woods  to  trace, 
Eatred  with  feare,  but  soouc  turn'd  back  his  frighted 

face.  u  2 


226  BRTTTAIN  S  IDA. 

in. 
The  tliicke-lockt  bou^lis  shut  out  the  tell-tale  Suiine, 
(For  Venus  hated  his  all-blabbing  light, 
Since  licr  knowne  fault,  whicti  oft  she  wisht  undon,) 
And  scattered  rajes  did  make  a  doubtfuU  sight, 
Like  to  the  first  of  daj  or  last  of  night: 
The  fittest  light  for  lovers  gentle  play: 
Such  ligiit  best  shcvves  the  wandring  lovers  way, 
And  guides  his  erring  hand :  night  is  Love's  hoUyday. 

IV. 

So  farre  in  this  sweet  labyrinth  he  stray'd 
That  now  he  views  the  Garden  of  Delight, 
Whose  breast,  with  thousand  painted  flowers  array'd, 
With  divers  ioy  captiv'd  his  wandring  sight; 
But  soon  the  eyes  rendred  the  eares  their  right; 
For  such  strange  harmony  he  seem'd  to  heare, 
That  all  his  senses  floekt  into  his  eare, 
And  every  faculty  wisht  to  be  seated  there. 

V. 

From  a  close  bower  this  dainty  musique  flow'd, 
A  bovver  appareld  round  with  divers  roses. 
Both  red  and  white,  which  by  their  liveries  show'd 
Their  mistris  faire,  that  there  her  selfe  reposes; 
Seem'd  that  would  strive  with  those  rare  musique 
By  spreading  their  faire  bosomes  tothehght,  [clozes, 
Which  the  distracted  sense  should  most  delight; 
That,raps  the  melted  eare ;  this,both  the  srael  and  sight. 

VI. 

The  boy  'twixt  fearefuli  hope,  and  wishing  feare, 

Crept  al!  along  (for  much  he  long'd  to  see 

The  bower,  much  more  the  guest  so  lodged  there;) 

And,  as  he  goes,  he  marks  how  well  agree 

Nature  and  Arte  in  discord  unity, 

Each  striving  who  should  best  perform  his  part. 

Yet  Arte  now  helping  Nature,  Nature  Arte ; 

While  from  his  eares  a  voyce  thus  stole  his  heart. 
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VII. 

'*  Fond  Men !  whose  urctvhed care  the  life  soone  ending, 
By  striving  to  increase  your  toy,  do  spend  it ; 
And,  spending  ioy,  yet  find  no  ioy  in  spending ; 
You  hurt  your  life  by  striving  to  amend  it ; 
And,  seeking  to  prolong  it,  S(wnest  end  it: 
Then,  uhile  fit  time  affords  thee  time  and  leasure, 
Enioy  while  yet  than  mayst  thy  lifes  sweet  pleasure : 
Too  foolish  is  the  man  that  starves  to  feed  his  treasure. 

VIII. 

"  Love  is  lifes  end ;  (an  end,  hit  never  ending ;) 
All  ioyes,  all  sweetes,  all  happinesse,  awarding  ;* 
Love  is  life's  wealth  (acre  spent,  hnt  ever  spending,) 
More  rich  by  giving,  taking  by  discarding ; 
Love's  lifes  reward,  rewarded  in  rewarding: 
Then  from  thy  wretched  heart  fond  care  remoove  ; 
Ah  !  shouldst  thou  live  but  once  loves  sweetes  to  proove, 
Thou  wilt  not  love  to  live,  unlesse  thou  live  to  love." 

IX. 
To  this  sweet  voyce  a  dainty  mnsiqnc  fitted 
It's  weli-tuii'd  strings,  and  to  lier  notes  consorted, 
And  wiiiic  with  skilliill  voyce  the  sonj;-  she  dittied, 
The  blal)l)iiiy;  Eelio  had  her  words  retorted; 
'i'iiat  now  tlie  boy,  beyond  his  sonle  transported, 
'J'hronj:;h  all  his  linibes  feeles  run  a  pleasant  shaking, 
And,  twixt  a  hope  and  ieare,  suspects  mistaking-. 
And  doubts  he  sleeping  dreaines,  and  broad  awake 
feares  waking. 
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CANTO  III. 

argument. 

Faire  Cythereas  liinbes  beheld, 
The  straying  lads  heart  sc  inthral'd, 
That  in  a  trance  bis  melted  spright 
Leaves  th'  sences  sluiubriug  iu  delight. 

I. 
Now  to  the  bower  lice  sent  his  theevish  eyes 
To  stcale  a  happy  slight ;  there  doe  they  fiiide 
Faire  Venus,  that  within  halfe  naked  lyes; 
And  straight  amaz'd  (so  glorious  beauty  shin'd) 
Would  not  returne  the  message  to  the  miude ; 
But,  full  of  feare  and  superstitious  awe, 
Could  not  retire,  or  backe  their  beams  withdraw, 
So  fixt  on  too  much  seeing  made  they  nothing  saw. 

II. 
Her  goodly  length  stretcht  on  a  lilly-bed, 
(A  bright  foyle  of  a  beauty  farre  more  bright,) 
Few  roses  round  about  were  scattered. 
As  if  the  lillies  learnt  to  blush,  for  spight 
To  see  a  skinne  much  more  then  lilly-white: 
The  bed  sanke  with  delight  so  to  be  pressed, 
And  knew  not  which  to  thinke  a  chance  more  blessed, 
Both  blessed  so  to  kisse,  and  so  agayne  be  kissed. 

III. 
Her  spacious  fore-head,  like  the  clearest  moone. 
Whose  fuU-growne  orbc  begins  now  to  be  spent, 
Largely  display'd  in  native  silver  shone, 
Giving  wide  room  to  Beauty's  regiment. 
Which  on  the  plaine  with  Love  tryumphing  went; 
Her  golden  haire  a  rope  of  pearle  imbraced. 
Which,  with  their  dainty  thrcds  oft-times  enlaced, 
Made  the  cie  think  the  pearle  was  there  in  gold  in- 
chased. 
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l\  . 
Ilcr  lull  larpc  eye,  in  i<tty-l>lackc  array 'cJ, 
Prov'd  beauty  not  coMlin'd  to  red  and  wliite, 
But  oft  her  selle  in  l)laeke  n)ore  rieli  display'd; 
Both  contraries  did  yet  themselves  unite, 
To  make  one  beauty  in  dilierent  deiij^lit; 
A  thousand  Loves  sate  playing  i"  t'aeh  eye; 
And  smilinjij  Alirth,  kissiiij^  lair  Conrtcsic, 
By  swcctc  perswasion  wan  a  bloodlessc  \ictory. 

V. 

The  whitest  white,'*sct  by  her  silver  cheeke, 
Grew  pale  and  wan,  like  unto  heavy  lead  ; 
The  freshest  purple  fresher  dyes  must  seeke. 
That  dares  coni|iare  with  them  his  fainting  red: 
On  these  Cupido  winded  armies  led 
Of  little  Loves  that,  w  ith  bold  wanton  traine 
Under  tiiose  colours,  marehiuf;  on  the  plaine, 
Force  every  heart,  and  to  low  vasselage  constraine. 

\  I. 
Her  lips,  most  liajipy  eaeh  in  other's  kisses, 
From  their  so  wishi  imbraeements  seidome  parted, 
Yet  seem'd  to  blush  at  sueh  tiieir  wanton  blisses; 
But,  when  sweet  words  their  ioyninj?  sweet  disparted, 
To  th' care  a  dainty  mnsicpie  they  imparted: 
Lfpon  them  fitly  sale,  delij^htlnll  smiliuj;;, 
A  thousand  soules  with  pleasiui^  stealth  beguiling: 
Ah !  that  such  shews  of  ioyes  should  be  all  ioyes  exiling. 

VII, 

The  breath  came  slowly  thence,  unwilling  leaving 
So  sweet  a  lodge;   l)ut  when  she  once  intended 
To  feast  the  aire  with  words,  the  heart  deceiving, 
More  fast  it  thronged  so  to  be  expended  ; 
And  at  each  word  a  hundred  Loves  attended, 
Playing  i'  th' breath,  more  sweele  than  is  that  firing 
Where  that  Arabian  onely  bird,  expiring,      [spiring. 
Lives  by  her  death,  by  losse  of  breath  more  fresh  re- 
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VUl. 

Her  chin,  like  to  a  stone  in  gold  inchased, 
Seem'd  a  faire  iewell  wrought  with  cunning  hand, 
And,  being  double,  doubly  the  face  graced : 
This  goodly  frame  on  her  round  nccke  did  stand  ; 
Such  pillar  well  such  curious  work  sustain'd  ; 
And,  on  liis  top  the  heavenly  spheare  up-rearing, 
Might  well  present,  with  daintier  appearing, 
A  lesse  but  better  Atlas,  that  faire  heaven  bearing. 

IX. 

Lower  two  breasts  stand,  all  theii^beauties  bearing, 
Two  breasts  as  smooth  and  soft ;  but,  ah,  alas ! 
Their  smoothest  softnes  farre  exceedes  comparing; 
More  smooth  and  soft,  but  naught  that  ever  was, 
Where  they  arc  first,  deserves  the  second  place ; 
Yet  each  as  soft,  and  each  as  smooth  as  other  ; 
And  when  thou  first  tri'st  one,  and  tiien  the  other, 
Each  softer  seemes  then  each,  and  each  then  each 
seemes  smoother. 

X. 

Lowly  betweenc  tlicir  dainty  hemisphteres, 
(Their  hemisph;rrcs  the  hcav'nly  globes  excelHng,) 
A  path  more  white  than  is  the  name  it  bcares. 
The  Lacteal  Path,  conducts  to  the  sweet  dwelling 
Where  best  Delight  all  ioyes  sits  freely  dealing ; 
Where  hundred  s  weetes,and  still  fresh  ioyes  attending, 
Receive  in  giving  ;  and,  still  love  dispending. 
Grow  richer  by  their  losse,  and  wealthy  by  expending. 

XI. 

But  stay,  bold  Shepheard  !  here  thy  footing  stay, 
Nor  trust  too  much  unto  thy  new-borne  quill, 
As  farther  to  those  dainty  limbs  to  stray, 
Or  hope  to  paint  that  vale  or  beautious  hill 
Which  past  the  finest  hand  or  choycest  skill : 
But  were  thy  verse  and  song  as  finely  fram'd 
As  are  those  parts,  yet  should  it  soonc  be  blam'd, 
For  now  the  shameles  world  of  best  things  is  asham'd. 
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That  cuniiini^  artist,  that  old  Greece  adtnir'd, 

Tlius  farrc  liis  A'cims  litly  portrayed, 

liut  there  he  kit,  nor  farther  ere  aspir'd  ; 

His  dicdah'  iiaiid,  that  Nature  perfected 

By  Arte,  felt  Arte  by  Nature  limitted. 

Ah  !  well  he  knew,  tlioiij;h  his  fit  hand  could  give 

Breath  to  dead  colours,  tea<hin!;  marble  live, 

Yet  would  these  lively  parts  his  hand  of  skill  deprive. 

XIII. 

Such  wlien  this  pfentlc  boy  her  closly  view'd, 
Onely  with  thinnest  silken  vaile  o'er-layd. 
Whose  snowy  colour  much  more  snowy  shew'd 
By  bein<^next  that  skin,  and  all  betray'd, 
Which  best  in  naked  beauties  are  array'd, 
His  spirits,  melted  with  so  (glorious  sij^ht, 
Ran  from  their  worke  to  see  so  splendid  light. 
And  left  the  fainting  limbcs  sweet  slumbring  in  delight. 
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CANTO  IV. 


argument. 

The  swondiog  swaine  recovered  is 
By  th'  goddesse  ;  liis  soule-rapting  blisse 
Their  mutual  conference,  and  how 
Her  service  she  doth  liim  allow. 


I. 

Soft-sleeping  Vcmis,  waked  with  the  fall, 
Looking  behind,  the  sinking  boy  espies; 
With  all  she  starts,  and  wondereth  withall ; 
She  thinks  that  there  her  taire  Adonis  dyes, 
And  more  she  thinkes  the  more  the  boy  she  eyes  : 
So,  stepping  neerer,  up  begins  to  reare  him ; 
And  now  with  Love  himselfe  she  will  confer  him, 
And  now  before  her  Love  himselfe  she  will  prefer  him. 

II. 
The  lad,  soone  with  that  dainty  touch  reviv'd, 
Feeling  himselfe  so  well,  so  sweetly  seated, 
Begins  to  doubt  whotlier  he  yet  here  liv'd, 
Or  else  his  flitting  soul,  to  heav'n  translated, 
Was  there  in  starry  throne  and  blisse  instated; 
Oft  would  he  dye,  so  to  be  often  saved ; 
And  now  with  happy  wish  he  closly  craved 
For  ever  to  be  dead,  to  be  so  sweet  ingraved. 

111. 
The  Paphian  princesse  (in  whose  lovely  breast 
Spiteful  disdaine  could  never  find  a  place) 
When  now  she  saw  him  from  his  fit  releast, 
(To  Juno  leaving  wrath  and  scolding  base,) 
Comforts  the  trembling  boy  with  smiling  grace ; 
But  oh  !  those  smiles  (too  full  of  sweete  delight) 
Surfeit  his  heart,  full  of  the  former  sight ; 
So,  seeking  to  revive,  more  wounds  his  feeble  sprite. 
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IV. 
"  Tell  nic,  fair  P.oy  !  (sayd  she)  what  erring  chance 
Hither  directed  thy  iiiiuary  pace? 
I'or  sure  C'oiili  ntpt  or  Fiide  tinrst  not  advance 
Tiieir  I'oiile  as|)e(t  in  thy  so  pleasant  face: 
Tell  me,  wliat  ltruiij;ht  thee  to  this  hidden  jjlace  ? 
Or  laeke  of  love,  or  nintuall  answeriiijj  lire? 
Or  hindred  liy  ill  clKiiice  in  thy  desire? 
Tell  me,  what  ist  thy  faire  and  wishing  eyes  require?" 

V. 

The  boy,  (whose  sence  Avas  never  yet  acquainted 
With  such  a  niusicpie,)  stood  with  eares  arected, 
And,  sweetly  with  that  pleasant  spell  enchanted, 
More  of  those  siigred  straincs  long  lime  expected; 
Till  seeing  she  his  speeches  not  reiected, 
First  sighes  arising  from  his  heart's  low  center. 
Thus  gan  reply,  when  each  word  hold  would  venter, 
And  strive  the  lirst  that  dainty  labyrinth  to  enter. 

VI. 

"  Fair  Cyprian  Queene,  (for  well  that  heavenly  face 

Prooves  thee  tiie  mother  of  all-conquering  Love,) 

Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  my  uiiwecting  |)ace; 

For  no  presum|)tuous  thoughts  did  hither  moove 

My  daring  feete  to  this  thy  holy  grove  ; 

But  lucklesse  chance  (which,  if  you  not  gaine-say, 

I  still  must  rue,)  hath  caus'd  me  here  to  stray. 

And  lose  my  selfe  (alas !)  in  losing  of  my  w  ay. 

VII. 

"  Nor  did  I  come  to  right  my  wronged  fire  ; 
Never  till  now  I  saw  w  hat  ongiit  be  loved ; 
And  now^  1  see,  but  never  dare  aspire 
To  moove  my  hope,  w  here  yet  my  love  is  niooved ; 
Whence  though  I  would,  1  would  it  not  remooved; 
Only  since  I  have  plac't  my  love  so  high, 
Which  sure  thou  must,  or  sure  thou  wilt,  deny. 
Grant  me  yet  still  to  love,  though  iu  ray  love  to  dye." 
VOL.  VII.  X 
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VIII. 
But  slice  that  in  bis  eyes  Loves  face  had  seen. 
And  flaniin}^  heart,  did  not  such  suite  disdaine, 
(For  cruelty  fits  not  sweete  Jicautics  (juecne,) 
But  gently  could  his  passion  entertain, 
Though  she  Loves  princcsse,  he  a  lowly  swain : 
First  of  his  bold  intrusion  she  acquites  him, 
Then  to  her  service  (happy  Boy!)  admits  him, 
And,  like  another  Love,  with  bow  and  quiver  fits  him. 


And  now  with  all  the  Loves  he  grew  acquainted. 
And  Cupids  selfe,  with  his  like  face  delighted. 
Taught  him  a  hundred  wayes  with  which  he  daunted 
The  prouder  hearts,  and  wronged  lovers  righted. 
Forcing  to  love  that  most  his  love  despited  : 
And  now  tlie  practique  boy  did  so  approve  him. 
And  with  such  grace  and  cunning  arte  did  moove  him. 
That  all  the  pritty  Loves  and  all  the  Graces  love  him. 
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CANTO  V. 


argument. 

The  lovers  sad  despairiug  plaints 
Bright  \'t'nu.s  with  his  love  acquaints  ; 
Sweetly  iinportuu'd,  he  dotli  show 
From  whom  proceedelh  lliis  liis  woe. 


'  1. 

Yet  never  durst  his  faint  and  coward  heart 
(Ah,  roole  !  faint  licart  faire  lady  nc're  could  win  ?) 
Assailc  faire  Venus  uitii  liis  new-learnt  arte, 
But  kept  his  love  and  burning  (lame  within, 
Which  more  liam'd  out,  the  more  he  piest  it  in; 
And  thinking  oft  how  iust  shee  might  disdaine  him, 
While  son)e  cool  mirtle  shade  did  entertaine  him, 
Thus  sighing  would  he  sit,  and  sadly  would  he  plaiu 
him  : 

II. 
"  Ah,  fond  and  haplessc  Boy  !  nor  know  I  whether 
More  fond  or  iiaplesse  more,  that  all  so  high 
Hast  plae't  tiiy  heart,  where  love  and  fate  together 
May  never  hope  to  end  thy  misery, 
Nor  yet  thy  selfc  dare  wish  a  remedy : 
AH  hindrances  (alas!)  conspire  to  let  it; 
Ah,  fond,  and  hapless  Boy  !  if  canst  not  get  it ! 
In  thinking  to  forget,  at  length  learne  to  forget  it. 

III. 
"  Ah,  fane  too  fond,  butmncli  more  Iiaplesse  Swainel 
Seeing  thy  love  can  be  forgotten  never. 
Serve  and  observe  thy  love  with  willing  paine ; 
And  though  in  vaine  thy  love  thou  doe  persever, 
Yet  all  in  vaine  doe  thou  adore  her  ever. 
No  hope  can  crowne  thy  thoughts  so  farre  aspiring, 
Nor  dares  thy  selfe  desire  thine  ownc  desiring. 
Yet  live  thou  in  her  love,  and  dye  iu  her  admiring." 
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IV. 

Thus  oft  the  hopelesse  boy  complayning  lyes; 
]}ut  she,  that  well  could  guesse  his  sad  lamenting, 
(Who  can  conceal  love  from  Loves  mothers  eyes?) 
Did  not  disdaine  to  ^ivc  his  love  contenting; 
Cruel  the  soule  that  feeds  on  soules  tormenting: 
Nor  did  she  scorne  him,  thou^li  not  nobly  borne, 
(Love  is  nobility)  nor  could  she  scorne 
That  with  so  noble  skill  her  title  did  adorne. 

V. 

One  day  it  chanc't,  thrice  happy  day  and  chance ! 
While  Loves  were  with  the  Graces  sweetly  sporting, 
And  to  fresh  musique  sounding  play  and  dance, 
And  Cupids  sclfe,  with  slic|)lieards  boyes  consorting, 
Laugh'd  at  their  pritly  sjxjrt  and  simple  courting, 
Faire  Venus  seats  the  iearfnil  boy  close  by  her. 
Where  never  Phoebus  jealous  lookes  might  eye  her. 
And  bids  the  boy  his  mistris  and  her  name  descry  her. 

VI. 

Long  time  the  youth  bound  up  in  silence  stood, 
While  hope  and  feare  willi  hundred  thoughts  begun 
Fit  prologue  to  his  speech  ;  and  fearefull  blood 
From  heart  and  face  with  these  post-tydings  runnc. 
That  eyther  now  he's  made,  or  now  undon  ; 
Atlenglh  histrembIingwords,with  feare  madeweake. 
Began  his  too  long  silence  thus  to  breake, 
While  from  his  humble  cies  first  reverence  seem'd  to 
speake. 

VII. 

"  Faire  Queene  of  Love  !  my  life  thou  maist  command, 

Too  slender  price  for  all  thy  former  grace, 

Which  I  receive  at  thy  so  bounteous  hand  ; 

But  never  dare  I  speak  her  name  and  face  ; 

My  life  is  much  lesse-priz'd  than  her  disgrace: 

And,  for  I  know  if  1  her  nanu;  relate 

I  purchase  anger,  I  must  hide  her  state, 

IJnlesse  thou  swearc  by  Stix  I  purchase  not  her  hate." 
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VIII. 

Faire  Venus  w<;ll  pciceiv'd  his  siibtilr'  sliil't, 

And,  swcariii};  <;cntle  patience,  j^ently  sniil'd, 

\V  Idle  tiius  the  hoy  peisu'd  his  former  (hilt : 

"  No  tonjjiie  uas  ever  yet  so  sweetly  skil'd, 

Nor  greatest  orator  so  highly  stil'd, 

Though  lielpt  with  all  the  choicest  artes  direction, 

IJut  w  hen  Ik;  durst  descrihe  her  heaven's  perfection, 

JJy  his  imperfect  praise  disprais'd  his  imperfection. 

IX. 
"  Ilcr  forme  is  as  her  selfe,  j)crfect  coelestriall. 
No  mortall  spot  her  heavenly  frame  disgraces  : 
Beyond  compare  such  nothing  is  terrestrial ! 
More svvcete  Ihanthougiit  orpow'rfullvvish  emhraces; 
The  map  of  heaven,  the  summc  of  all  her  graces  : 
But  if  you  w  ish  more  truely  limh'd  to  eye  her, 
Than  fainting  speech  or  words  can  well  descry  her, 
Look  ill  a  glasse,  and  there  more  perfect  you  may  spy 
her." 


X2 
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CANTO  VI. 

argument. 

The  boyes  short  wish,  her  larger  grant, 
That  doth  his  soule  with  blisse  enchant ; 
Whereof  impatient  uttering  all, 
Inraged  Jove  contrives  his  thrall. 

I. 

"  Thy  crafty  arte,"  reply'd  the  smiling  queene, 
"  Hath  well  my  chiding  and  not  rage  prevented, 
Yet  might'st  thou  thinkc  that  yet  'twas  never  scene 
That  angry  rage  and  gentle  love  consented ; 
But  if  to  me  thy  true  love  is  presented, 
What  wages  for  thy  service  must  I  owe  thee  ? 
For  by  the  selfe-same  vow  I  here  avow  thee, 
Whatever  thou  require  I  frankly  will  allow  thee." 

II. 
"  Pardon,"  replies  the  boy,  "  for  so  affecting 
Beyond  mortallity,  and  not  discarding 
Thy  service,  was  much  more  than  my  expecting; 
But  if  thou  (more  thy  bounty-hood  regarding) 
Wilt  needs  heap  up  reward  upon  rewarding, 
Thy  love  I  dare  not  aske,  or  mutual  firing. 
One  kisse  is  all  my  love  and  prides  aspiring. 
And  after  starve  my  heart,  for  my  too  much  desiring." 

III. 
"  Fond  Boy!"  said  she,  "  too  fond,  that  askt  no  more; 
Thy  want  by  taking  is  no  whit  decreased. 
And  giving  spends  not  our  increasing  store:" — 
Thus  with  a  kisse  his  lips  she  sweetly  pressed ; 
Most  blessed  kisse !  but  hope  more  than  most  blessed. 
The  boy  did  thinkc  heaven  fell  while  thus  he  ioy'd, 
And  while  ioy  he  so  greedily  enioy'd. 
He  felt  not  halfe  his  ioy  by  being  over-ioy'd. 
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IV, 

"  Why  sighst?  faire  Boy!"  said  she,  "  dost  thou  re- 
pent thee 
Thy  narrow  wisli  in  siicli  ^Iraight  bonds  to  stay?" 
"  Well  may  1  sij;h,"  said  he,  "  and  well  lament  me, 
'J'hat  never  such  a  debt  may  iiope  to  pay." 
"  A  kisse,"  said  she,  "  a  kisse  will  back  repay." 
"  Wilt  thou,"  reply'd  the  boy,  too  mueh  delij^hted, 
"  Content  thee  with  sneh  pay  to  be  requiled?"  [cited. 
She  grants;  and  lie  his  lips,  heart, soule,  to  payment 

V. 

Look  as  a  ward,  long  from  his  lands  detain'd. 

And  subiect  to  his  guardians  cruel  lore. 

Now  spends  the  more,  the  more  he  was  rcstrain'd  ; 

So  he;  yet  though  in  laying  out  his  store 

lie  doubly  takes,  yet  finds  himself  grow  poore  ; 

With  that  he  markes,  and  tels  her  out  a  score. 

And  doubles  them,  and  trebles  all  before.         [more. 

Fond  boy !  the  more  thou  paist,  thy  debt  still  grows  the 

VI. 

At  length,  whether  these  favours  so  had  fir'd  him 
Willi  kindly  heate,  inflaming  his  desiring, 
Or  whether  those  sweete  kisses  had  inspir'd  him, 
He  Ihinkes  that  something  wants  for  his  requiring, 
And  still  aspires,  yet  knows  not  his  aspiring; 
But  yet  though  that  bee  knoweth  so  she  gave, 
That  he  presents  himselfe  her  boundeu  slave, 
Still  iiis  more  wishing  face  seem'd  somewhat  else  to 
crave. 

VII. 

And,  boldncd  willi  successe  and  many  graces, 
His  hand,  ehain'd  up  in  feare,  he  now  releast. 
And  asking  leave,  courag'd  with  her  imbraces, 
Againe  it  prison'd  in  her  tender  breast: 
Ah,  blessed  prison !  prisncrs  too  much  blest! 
There  with  those  sisters  long  time  doth  he  play, 
And  now  full  boldly  enters  loves  highway,       [stray. 
While  downe  the  pleasant  vale  his  creeping  hand  dotli 
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VIII. 

She,  not  (lisplcas'd  willi  lliis  his  wanton  play. 
Hiding  his  binsliiiis  «ilh  a  sugied  kisse, 
With  such  sweelc  heal  his  mdenesse  doth  allay, 
Tliat  now  he  i)cil<ct  knowes  whatever  blisse 
EhJer  Love  tauf^ht,  and  he  betore  did  missc; 
That  moult  with  ioy,  in  such  nntri'd  ioyes  trying, 
He  gladly  dies;  and,  death  new  life  applying, 
Gladly  againe  he  dyes,  that  oft  he  may  be  dying. 

IX. 

Long  thus  he  liv'd,  slumbring  in  sweete  delight, 
Free  from  sad  care  and  fiekle  worlds  annoy, 
Bathing  in  liquid  ioyes  his  melted  sprite; 
And  longer  mought,  but  he  (ah,  foolish  Boy  !) 
Too  proud,  and  too  impatient  of  his  ioy, 
To  woods,  and  heav'n,  and  earth,  his  blisse  imparted, 
That  Jove  upon  himdowne  his  thunder  darted, 
Blasting  his  splendent  faee,  and  all  his  beauty  swarted. 

X. 

Such  be  his  chance  that  to  his  love  doth  wrong; 

Unworthy  he  to  have  so  worthy  place, 

That  cannot  hold  his  peace  and  blabbing  tongue; 

Light  ioyes  float  on  his  lips,  but  rightly  grace 

Sinckes  deepe,  and  th'  heart's  low  center  doth  imbrace. 

Might  I  enioy  my  love  till  I  unfold  it, 

I'd  lose  all  favours  when  I  blabbing  told  it : 

He  is  not  flt  for  love  that  is  not  fit  to  hold  it. 


FINIS. 


GLOSSARY. 


ABEARE,  he:ir,  ilemcin,  behave. 

AbooTd,  from  tli»>  bank. 

AboTil,  across,  t'roiii  shore  to  shore. 

Abraid,  awaked. 

Abrai/d,  awake. 

Abui,  Ihe  II umber,  in  Yorkshire, 

from  Ihe  British  Abet,  the  uiouth 

of  a  river. 
Aby,nb'M\e. 

Abye,  endure,  or  suffer. 
Accloielh.  encumbrcth. 
Accloyei,  chokes,  or  clogs  up. 
Accotd,  plucked  down,  daunted. 
Account,  tell  over,  uuiiiber. 
Accordins,  granting. 
/Icc<ij^c(/,  daunted,  same  as  Accoied, 

above ;  or,  in  l-"aerie  Qneene,  b. 

iv.   canto    \iii.    caressed,    made 

much  of. 
^ccoytd,  stood  around,  coiled  up, 

or  gathered  together. 
Accrewed,  increased,  united. 
Achates,  provisions,  from   the  old 

I'rench  achet,  a  thing  bought. 
Acquit,  released. 
Adaw,  to  daunt,  overawe,  keep  in 

subjection. 
Adawed,  daunted,  confonnded. 
Addreu,  went  to, <lireiteil  the  course 

to. 
Adore,  used  sometimes  for  adorn. 
Adiirne,  orn  inient. 
ylrfro'/Hif.diiven  forward, impelled, 

or  hasiened. 
Advite,  consider. 
Advize,  to  beiliiuk  one's  self. 
Affect,  alfeclion. 
Aff'ectiviis,  passions,  from  the  Latin 

afectus. 
Afflicted  stile,  low  and  jejimc  style. 

Afrap,  enci ler,  or  sliike  down. 

Afrended,  made  friend*. 

Afret,  n-ncoiinter,  h.isly  meeting. 

Affrontid.  cnronnleredjOr  opposed. 

Afrontms,  opposing. 

Aganip,  Ag.mippns.kingof  France. 

Ages,  age  is  frequently  used  for  age 

in  general. 
Aigrace,  favour,  kindness. 
Azs'^att,  delight,  or  please. 


Aghast,  frequently  used  both  as  a 
verb  and  participle. 

Aglets,  points,  or  tags  of  lace. 

Agrasie,  grace  and  f.ivour. 

.Igreeably,  alike,  like  each  other. 

.Iguisd,  accoutred,  or  dressed. 

.Ignize,  to  deck,  or  adorn. 

.■Hablasier,  the  usual  old  spelling  of 
alabaster. 

A/bee,  whether. 

Albion,  England,  so  called  from  the 
white  rocks. 

Alegge,  to  lessen,  or  assuage. 

A/esgeaunce,  alleviation. 

Ale'w,  howling,  lamentation. 

A/gates,  wholly,  altogether,  by  all 
means. 

All,  sometimes  for  altogether,  en- 
tirely ;  sometimes  for  although. 

All  and  some, one  and  all,  every  "one. 

All  be,  although  (he)  be. 

Allectns,  the  Konian  general. 

Allegge,  ease,  alleviate. 

All  hailc,  the  Saxon  form  of  salu- 
tation, all  health. 

All-to,  completely  or  entirely. 

Alma,  the  mind. 

Als,  also. 

Aiiiate,  subdue,  or  daunt. 

Amatcd,  perplexed. 

/J'/<fHag«,  manage,  carriage. 

Aininaunce,  carriage,  behaviour, 
conduct. 

Amis,  a  kind  of  garment. 

Amoves,  moves. 

Angle,  or  corner. 

An  Ivrvire,  any  while. 

Annoy,  hurl. 

Amides,  buffoons. 

J/i;)('nfA,  impeach,  accuse,  censure. 

Appeached,  impeached,  censured. 

Aipele,  to  pronounce,  or  repeat, or 
to  accuse. 

Appillalion,  appeal. 

Apply,  mind,  or  observe. 

Arayd,  apparelled,  or  dressed. 

Arere,  backward. 

Area-,  in  a  row,  together. 

Aimcricke,  Bretagne  in  France,  for- 
merly called  Armorica. 


GLOSSARY. 


Arret,  appoint. 

Arret t,  appoiut,  assign,  or  allot. 

Ascatmce,  askew,  or  asquint. 

Aspire,  aim  at. 

Aisoile,  put  off,  was  freed  from. 

Assailed,  absolved. 

Assot,  stupefied. 

Jbsotie,  to  doat. 

Assoyle,  liberate,  or  set  free,  or  to 
determine. 

Aslart,  to  befall  unawares. 

At  dure,  near  at  hand. 

At  earst,  lately. 

At  one  clap,  at  once. 

At  randon,  for  random,  without  di- 
rection. 

Atotic,  or  Aitnne,  friends  again,  at 
one,  atoned  or  reconciled. 

Attemper,  to  temper  or  adapt. 

Attempted,  sometimes  for  tempted. 

Attciit,  sometimes  for  attention. 

Attoiic,   together,    at    once.      See 

AtOJW, 

Attrapt,  adorned. 

Avail,  bring  down. 

Availe,  to  sink. 

Availes,  drops  or  lowers. 

Avale,    abate,   sink    down,    come 

down,  dismount. 
Aventred,  pushed  at  a  venture. 
Aventring,  pushing  forward. 
Avisde,  bethought. 
Avise,  to  bethink  one's  self,  to  look 

upon,  to  see. 
Avixing,  looking  upon. 
Avizd,  saw. 
Avize,  bethouglit. 
Avizefnil,  circumspect. 
Avoure,\.f:.  make  avoure,  to  justify. 
Aumayled,  enamelled. 
Autentieall,  authentic. 
Awhape,  terrify. 
Awhaped,  terrified. 
Ave,  evermore. 

Ayenj  ways,  ways  through  the  air. 
Aygukts,  or  Aylets,  tagged  points. 

Bace,  low;  or,  bid  the  bace,  a 
phrase  in  the  spoi  tof  prison-base. 

Back-retyr'd,  drawn  out  hack  again. 

Baff'uld,  treated  with  ignonuny. 

Baile,  power. 

Bale,  poison. 

Baike,  to  baffle,  or,  a  ridge  or  fur- 
row. 

Balkt,  disappointed,  or  treated  with 
contempt. 

Ban,  to  curse,  or  exclaim  against. 

Buncke,  the  seat  of  honour. 

Band,  did  curse. 

Bandop,  formerly  the  name  of  a 
mastilf. 

Bands,  banishes. 


Bannerall,  a  small  flag. 

Bannes,  curses. 

Bar/iarous,  uncivilized. 

Barhes,  bila  or  bridles. 

Barlnean,  a  watch  tower.  Or  forti- 
fication for  the  defence  of  gates. 

Bare,  raw. 

Baseiomani,  kissing  hands. 

Base  humiliiit ,  subjection. 

Baienet,  helmel,  or  headpiece. 

rmxtard,  sometimes  used  for  base. 

Bate,  bit,  or  (lid  bite. 

ISatti/l,  to  grow  fat. 

Baudricke,  or  Bauldrieke,  a  belt, 
the  zodiac. 

Bayt,  to  rest. 

Beard,  to  aftVont. 

Beare,  bier. 

Biastlihead,  a  greeting  to  the  per- 
son of  a  beast. 

Beath'd,  bathed. 

Beauperes,  fair  companions,  or 
peers,  equals. 

Bed,  sometimes  for  to  bid. 

Bedight,  called  or  named. 

Beginiie,  sometimes  for  beginning. 

Begofd,  smeared  with  gore. 

Behaves,  employes,  uses,  the  pri- 
mitive sense  of  the  word. 

Behight,  committed  or  entrusted, 
sometimes  promised,  command- 
ed, reckoned,  esteemed,  spoke, 
adjudged. 

Bel-aecoyle,  kind  salutation  and  re- 
ception. 

Bilami'vr,  lover. 

Belajninire,  lover. 

Belamy,  fair  friend. 

Belay,  to  attack ;  or,  according  to 
Johnson,  to  place  in  ambush. 

Belay  d,  laid  over,  or  decorated. 

Belgardes,  sweet,  or  beautiful  looks. 

Be/iw,, quickly. 

Belt,  a  girdle,  or  waistband. 

Bend,  a  baud,  or  knot. 

Betiempte,  named. 

Ben;,  levelled. 

Bents,  rushes,  bent-grass. 

Besides,  sometimes  for  near. 

Be.sits,  or  Bejits,  becomes. 

Besprint,  besprinkled. 

Bfc'iV,  sometimes, tirst in  precedence. 

Bestad,  or  Bestadde,  disposed,  or- 
dered. 

Betnl.e,  sometimes  for  commit,  or 
deliver  to. 

Beteeme,  give,  deliver. 

Befight,  happened. 

Betooke,  delivered,  or  committed. 

Belt,  better. 

Bevie,  or  Bevy,  company. 

Beaai/e,  sometimes  to  makechocie 
of,  to  select. 


GLOSSARY. 


heyonit,  at  some  distance. 
liiciermeni,  coiilenlioii,  strife. 
liidi-,  bid. 
lii/io,  a  sword,    from    Ililboa,  in 

Biscay,    where   tlie    be.«t   blades 

are  made. 
BUicHc,  Hell. 

lUam'il,  brought  a  reproach  upon. 
Blame,  reproach. 
Blazed,  in   heral<lry,  displayini;  a 

coat  of  arms  in  its  proper  colours 

and  metals. 
Blend,  blemish,  or  coiifonnd. 
Blenl,    confouniled,    spoileil    with 

mixing,  blelni^^lle(l,  disgraced. 
lilesse,  wave  or  brandish. 
Blest,  preserved,  kept  from  danger. 
Blist,  wounded. 
Blive,  presciilly. 
Blouket  liveries,  gray  coals. 
Blont,  stupid,  or  unpoli^hed. 
Bloosme  delight,  bloom  delight. 
Blum,  uncivilized,  unpolished. 
Budragf,    or     liurdrags,    or     Bi>rd- 

rafi/igj, incursions  on  the  borders 

of  a  country. 
Bold  einprize,  perilous  tight. 
Boord,  run  sportingly. 
Boarded,  addressed. 
Buol,  booty. 

Bord,  accost,  or  address. 
Bordragings.     See  Bodragn. 
Borne  wil/ioul  her  dew,  burn  without 

the  due  qualities  of  a  woman. 
Borow,  or  liorowe,  pledge. 
Borrell,A  plain  fellow, coarse, rude. 
Borrow,  pledge  or  surely. 
Bougei,  budset,  or  pouch. 
Botig/iies,  twisis,  or  folds. 
BoiUied,  sided. 

Bounlv,  generosity,  goodness. 
Bouriic,  boundary,  rlviT  or  strait. 
Birwre,  chamber,  apartment. 
Bowres,  chauibeis. 
Buwrs,  shoulders. 
Bouiing,  drinking. 
Brace,  compass. 

Brame,  or  Breme,  severe  or  sharp. 
Brand,  sword. 

Bransles,  brawls,  a  French  dance. 
Bras-paved,  firm    aud  durable    as 

brass. 
Brat/ned,  the  brains  dashed  out. 
Brai/nepan,  the  heail. 
Breach,  what  is  maile  by  the  break- 
ing in  of  the  sea. 
Breeme,  sharpe  and  bitter. 
Brethren,  sometimes  for  relations 

in  general. 
Brickie,  full  of,  or  fit  for  bricks. 
Bridalc,  the  nuptial  feast. 
Brigandines,  coats   of   mail,  or   a 

Bpecies  of  ship. 


lirigaii/f,  the  inhabitants  of  the 
nuilhern  part-t  of  Fngland. 

Urim,  the  margin  or  bank  of  a 
stream. 

IWitomariis,  among  the  Crctan.i,  a 
name  for  Diana,  the  goddess  of 
chastity. 

Brii.m  monimenis,  the  moniment.s 
or  antiquities  of  Britain. 

Hrize,  a  gad,  or  horsedy. 

liroud,  the  brandishing  of  a  sword. 

Brooke,  to  bear,  emlure,  or  digest. 

BriLft,  sometimes  for  burst. 

Hrnieiiesse,  sottishness,  stupidity. 

Bri/:es,  the  breeze,  or  gad-tlies. 

Bug,  a  monster,  any  frigliltul  ap- 
pearance. 

Bulles,  bulls. 

Burden,  Sometimes  for  club. 

Burgnnet,  a  Spanish  murrion,  or 
steel  headpiece. 

Burgein,  to  spring  forth,  or  bud. 

Bmhv  leade,  bushy  torch. 

Busi'e paiinc,  diligent  labour. 

/iMj<«i,"little  bushes. 

But,  sometimes  for  except;  but 
for,  because  ;  but  if,  unless. 

Bujome,  jicldins;,  of  obedient. 

Biixoine  aire,  yielding  air. 

Buiome  and  bent,  meek  and  obe- 
dient. 

Bu  and  bi/,  presently. 

By  cupht'rs,  astrological  figures. 

By  I'looke  or  by  crooke,  proverb,  by 
right  or  wrong,  by  one  means  or 
other. 

Bynempt,  bequeathed,  dictated  or 
named. 

Byte,  bite. 

Cabinets,  cots,  or  Utile  cabins. 
Camus,  a  thin  transparent  dress. 
Can,  sometimes  for  knows  ;  he  can, 

he  began. 
Can  tune,  did  tune,  or  knew  how 

to  tune. 
Cancred  carle,  ill-natured  old  man. 
Candle-li^ht,  used  for  reason,  or  the 

reasoning  faculty. 
Canon,    that    part   of  a    horse-bitt 

which  is  let  into  the  mouth. 
Capiiaine,  captain. 
Capuccio,  a  capuchin,  the  hood  of 

Ihe  cloke. 
Car'futl,  sorrowful. 
Carefull  cold,  cold  which   acts  like 

cold,  cools,  allays. 
(■arke,  care. 
Carle,  churl. 
Carven,  cut. 

Cast,  sometimes  for  considered. 
Cav'd,  made  hollow. 
Caiiselcsse,  without  any  just  cause. 
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Causen,  account  for,  assign  reasons. 

Cat/live,  base. 

Vaiiiive  courage,  a  base  and  abject 

mind. 
Catftives,  villains,  wretches. 
Chaff'red,  sold,  or  exchanged. 
Chamelot,  tlie  stuff  called  c.indet. 
ChamfreJ,  wrinkled,  or  indented. 
Cliaplet,  a  kind  of  garland  like  a 

crown. 
Character,  sometimes  figure,  image. 
Charme,  temper  or  tune. 
Charmes,  literally  carmina,  songs. 
Cliarming,    tempting    by    enchant- 
ment. 
Chau!,  jaw. 

Chai/re,  chair,  or  chariot. 
Vhearen  might,  might  be  cheared. 
Checklatoii,  or   H/iecl/aroii,   a   robe 
of  state,  or  the  cloth  of  gold  of 
which  it  was  made. 
Checkmate,  a  term  in  chess. 
Cheere,  countenance. 
Cherry,  for  cherish. 
Chevisaunce,  bargain,  gain,  enter- 
prise. 
Childe,  a  youth,  or  young  man. 
Chin,  someliines  for  the  face. 
Chyldcd,  com  eived,  or  someliraes 

brought  forth. 
Clame,  call. 
Cleene,  clean. 
Clcmence,  clemency. 
Clene,  cleen,  entirely. 
Close,  secretly. 
Closely,  secretly. 

Cloyd,  a  term  used  among  farriers, 
when  a  horse  is  pricked  with  a 
uail  in  shoeing. 
Colled,  hung  about  the  neck. 
Commen,  commune. 
Comment,  devise,  or  feign. 
Commonly,  sometimes  for  lovingly 

and  sociably. 
Compare,  sometimes  for  procure. 
Compast,  round. 

Complement,  complete  character. 
Complements,    every    thing   which 

serves  to  complete. 
Complishing,  accomplishing,  fultill- 

ing. 
Complor,  plot  or  combinalion. 
Cotnplynes,  evensong;  the  last  ser- 
vice of  the  day. 
Concent,  harmony. 
Concreio,  grew  together. 
Cond,  learnt. 
Condition,  generally  used    for  the 

inward  qualities  of  the  mind. 
C'o/i/oM«rf,  sometimes  for  confound 

ed. 
Conge,  leave. 
Congregate,  assembled  together. 


Ci^Mure,  conspire. 

Constant,  resolute,  persevering. 

Constraint,  uneasiness. 

Containe,hoh\  together,  keep  with- 
in bounds. 

Conteck,  contest,  strife. 

Contraire,  to  cross  or  thwart. 

Contrive,  sometimes  to  wear  out. 

Controverse,  debate  or  contention. 

Convent,  summon  to  appear. 

Convince,  sometimes  to  overthrow, 
or  to  convict. 

(-'opesmate,  a  companion,  or  friend. 

(Jup.irtion,  equal  share. 
nge,  heait,  or  mind. 

Corhe,  crookc<l. 

hordes,  corbels,   ornaments  in  ar- 
chitecture. 
:ord:vayne,  leilUcr  from  Cordouan, 
Spanish  leather,  so  called  from 
Corduba. 

Coronall,  a  garland. 

Cor'sive,  corrosive. 

Cosset,  a  lamb  brought  up  without 
the  dam. 

Cott,  a  little  boat. 

Covetiie,  coveiousness. 

Could,  sometimes  for  knew. 

CouiMell  sad,  grave  advice. 

Counrerfesaunce ,  counterfeiting,  dis- 
simulation. 

Courd,   protected,  as  a  hen   conrs 
over  her  young  chickens. 

Course,  sometimes  for  the  coarse, 
or  ship's  way,  in  navigation. 

Couth,  knew,  from  conne,  to  know. 

Co7oardree,  cowardice. 

Cou'heard,  coward,  old  spelling. 

Crackt,  sometimes  for   broken  or 
subdued. 

Craft;/  spyes,^  periphrasis  for  eyes. 

Cragge,  neck. 

trass,  necks. 

Crake,  boast. 

Cranck,  lusty,  courageous. 

Cranks,  the  sudden  or  frcqueat  in- 
volutions of  the  planets. 

Craven,  base,  or  recreant. 

Creasted,  tufted,  plumed. 

Crime,  sometimes  for  reproach. 

Crooke,  the  gibbet. 

Croud,  the  fiddle. 

Cntell  kynde,  kind  with  cruelty. 

Ciuell spies,  for  cruel  eyes. 

CrnmcnaU,  purse. 

Cuffing,  for  scuffling. 

Culver,  a  dove. 

Culverings,  a  piece  of  ordnance  so 

called. 
Cryer,  for  cry. 
Cunning  hand,  skilful  hand. 
Cunningly,  like  artists. 
Curat,  for  cuirass,  a  breastplate. 


glossary: 


Curelesce,  diflicull  to  be  cured. 
Cursed,  sumetimes  for  ill-tated. 

Dudale  hand,  ingenious  or  cunnini; 

Vainiie,  delic.ite. 

Dainii/,  frequently  for  elegant  or 
beautiful. 

Vumnt:,  soineliines  for  condemn. 

Damned,  condemned. 

liamnil'yde,  injured. 

Danisi,  Danish. 

Dapper,  neat,  pi  tlly. 

Darrai/ne,  to  arrant;e,  prepare,  set 
in  array. 

Darred,  i.  e.  lark,  .1  talk  caught  by 
a  daring-glass. 

Dayes-mati,  arbitrator,  or  judge. 

Daynt,  dainty,  fine. 

Dead  II  made,  made  for  death,  ilell 
and  destruction. 

Deare,  sotneliines  for  dearly. 

Deare  comtraint,  pleading  uneasi- 
ness. 

Dearnly,  mournfully. 

Dealli'i  mauih,  the  jaws  of  dc.Uh. 

Diaw-buriiiii^,  burning  bright  with 
holy  dew. 

Debate,  sometimes  for  tight. 

Dibonairc,  gracious,  kiail. 

Dtiesse,  decease. 

Decreued,  decreased. 

Dccme,  adjudge, 

Deene,  din,  noise. 

Default,  sometimes  for  offend. 

DrJ'eiid,  for  to  keep  otl,  or  to  repell. 

D'JfUi,  tinely  and  nimbly. 

Define,  sometimes,  to  decide. 

Degeiidercd,  degenerated. 

Desendering,  degenerating. 

Delieubarl/i,  South  Wales. 

Deigne,  vouchsiife. 

De/ai/,  sotnetimcs  to  smooth  or 
Soften;  to  put  away;  to  temper, 
or  mitigate. 

Delai/d,  removed,  put  away,  tem- 
pered. 

Delices,  delights,  dainties,  pleasant 
fantasies. 

Demai/e,  demeanour,  or  appear- 
ame. 

Demeane,  behaviour,  demeanonr  ; 
sometimes  a  verb,  to  treat. 

Demisse,  humble. 

Dempt,  deemed,  judged. 

Depart,  separate,  remove  ;  some- 
times for  departure. 

Dernli/,  anxiously,  eiirnestly. 

Dirring  do,  aforesaid. 

Derring  doe,  daring  deeds. 

J3«rrj«grfofr)-,daring  and  bold  doers. 

Descrive,  describe. 

Desinins,  desieuine. 
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Despeilo,  despighl. 

Delaine,  sometimes  for  detention. 

Devieejull  sights,  sights  full  of  de- 
vices, as  masques,  triumphs,  &c. 

[>tv<it/re,  duly. 

IJi-M,  due,  i.  e.  descent. 

Diapred,  diversified. 

Did  pray,  made  a  prey  of. 

Did  shame,  was  ashamed. 

Diffused,  dispersed,  or  disorilered. 

Dight,  adorned. 

/Ji/«/e,  enlarge  upon,  relate  at  large. 

Dint,  often  lor  stroke. 

Dinting,  striking. 

Dirie,  dark. 

Uiris,  darkens. 

DisavcHiurous  deare,  nnfortnuate 
hurt  or  trouble. 

Discharge,  to  clear  from  the  charge. 

ZJ/.<(>/,y/.  cli'lt  in  two. 

IliH-tised,  di.'^eiigaged,  untied. 

Diu-'urse,  shilling  ground,  travers- 
ing to  anil  Iro. 

Discus/,  shaken  off. 

Disease,  want  of  ease,  nne.isiness. 

Di^enlraiile.  to  draw,  or  drag  forth. 

Diseniriiyled,  drawn  along  lloatiiig- 

Disgraste,  dissolute,  debauched. 

Disliabled,  lessened. 

Disica  I,  perfidious,  treacherous. 

Disioignd,  remote. 

Di'loi/all,  unfaithful,  perfidious. 

Dismai/d,  badly  made,  ill-shaped. 

Dispacing,  ranging  about. 

Disparage,  sometimes  for  dispa- 
ragement, unequal  or  improper 
union. 

f/j7<nc«, consumption,  or  expense. 

Dispiteous,  unmerciful. 

Disple,  discipline. 

Distavenlures,  misfortunes. 

Disseise,  dispossess. 

Disseized,  dispossessed. 

Distratiehled,  distracted. 

Dirt,  ditty  or  song. 

Diverse,  i.  e.  dream,  a  dream  that 
occasions  diversity  and  distrac- 
tion. 

Diverst,  turned  aside. 

Divide,  in  music,  to  play  divisions  ; 
sometimes  to  distribule. 

Dii'indt,  made  divine,  deified. 

Doe  zvell,  cause  to  How. 

Don,  do  on,  put  on. 

Done,  caused,  sometimes  for  do. 

Donghill,  dunghill,  low,  debased. 

Donne,  put  on,  or  do. 

Doole,  complaint. 

Dooljull,  dolefull. 

Doome,  judgment. 

Dortours,  places  where  the  monks 
slept. 
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r>imfit,  sometimes  for  fear. 

DmhttJ,  sometimes  for  redonbtcd. 

V:'ub,fult,  fearful. 

D'Hcepere,  lez  (ioiize  pairs,  the 
twelve  peers  of  France. 

Vimi,  fear. 

Doume  uiat/,  wci(;h  down. 

Doane,  siMnetimes  for  tlirough. 

Drapets,  linen  cloths. 

Draught,  sometimes  for  resem- 
blance. 

Dreadfull,  full  of  the  dread  of 
danger. 

Dreare,  horror,  sometimes  for  mis- 
fortune, and  for  force,  sorrow. 

Dreut,  drenched,  or  drowned. 

Drere,  sorrow,  sadness. 

Dreri7nent ,  darkness. 

Dresse,  order,  ilispose. 

Drevill,  driveller,  a  fool. 

Drive,  sometimes  for  drove,  or 
driven. 

Droyle,  to  work  sluggishly. 

DriiTihed,  dismalness,  sorrow. 

DumpiJi,  moiirnfuU. 

Dumps,  lamentations. 

Duresie,  confinement. 

Dweii,  remain. 

Difde,  dyed,  coloured. 

Earely,  early. 

Ear.1t,  at  earst,  at  length. 

Edifidt,  or  Edifyde,  built. 

Eeke,  increase,  eektd,  increased. 

Eft,  afterwards,  moreover,  again. 

Element,  the  sky,  or  air. 

Eld,  old  age. 

Els,  else,  other. 

Embase,  to  demean,  or  lessen,  to 

debase. 
Embassade,  as  embassadors. 
Embau,    to    bathe,    to    delight    or 

cherish  ;  embayd,  delighted. 
Embat/ld,  bound"  up. 
Embosse,    to    enclose,    sheath,    or 

lodge;   sometimes  to  adorn. 
Embo.tt,  overwhelmed,   hard   pur- 
sued ;    somelimes    ornamented, 

concealed,  or  enclosed. 
Embowd,  arclied,  bent  like  a  bow. 
Emboyled,  full  of  wounds  and  sores. 
Embrave,  decorate. 
Embrewed,vi>:l  with  blood, steeped, 

or  moistened. 
Erne,  uncle. 
Einpaire,  grow  worse,  or  to  hurt  or 

invade. 
Empntlmmce,  parley. 
E.mptaili,  to  hinder. 
Entpuill,  endanger. 
Emprise,  enterprise. 
Eiiaunter,  lest  that. 
Enchajed,  engraven. 


Encheason,  or  Enclieson,  occasion, 
cause. 

Endeio,  endow,  clothe,  invest. 

Endosse,  to  engrave,  carve,  or  write 
on  the  back. 

I'.iifiliintd,  become  tierce. 

Enfurmt,  fashion. 

Eiifouldcrcd,  thrown  forth  like  thun- 
der and  lightning. 

Enfyrcd,  kindled,  set  on  fire. 

Encore,  to  pierce,  to  prick,  to  make 
bloody  or  gory. 

Engrained,  dyed  in  grain. 

Engrave,  sometimes  to  put  into  the 
erave, to  bury. 

Enliauncfd,  raised,  lifted  up. 

Enraced,  inrooted,  implanted. 

Enstames,  furnishes  with  seed,  fat- 
tens, or  nourishes. 

Entayled,  carved. 

Entayle,  carving,  sculpture. 

Enterdeale,  mediation. 

Enieriaine,  sometimes  to  take. 

Entertake,  entertain,  receive. 

Entertayne,  entertainment. 

E»tire,'not  mangled  or  wounded, 
in  a  whole  skin. 

Enlrailed,  or  Eritrayld,  wrought 
between,  twisted,  as  in  knot- 
work. 

Eniyre,  inward,  inner. 

Envy,  sometimes  to  vie  with. 

Enure,  to  use,  or  practise. 

Enured,  committed,  used. 

Eqnipage,  order. 

Esluyne,  withdraw. 

Esioyne,  excuse,  a  law  phrase. 

Eternal  nig/it,  death,  or  darkness  of 
Hell. 

Et/ie,  easy. 

Ever  amung,  ever  and  anon 

Evil  Inare,  have  an  ill  character, 
are  ill  spoken  of. 

Eubaan.  from  Enbosa,  an  island 
near  Boeotia. 

E-jiftes,  evets,  or  efts,  newts,  &c. 

Excheai,  or  Escheat,  any  lands  or 
profits  that  fall  to  the  lord  of  a 
manor  by  forfeiture,  &c. 

Expert,  for  to  experience. 

Express,  pressed  out. 

Expyre,  send  forth,  or  bring  forth. 

Exi'asie,  sudden  surprise. 

Extirpe,  extirpate. 

Extort,  for  extorted. 

Exireate,  cxiraction. 

Eyas,  unfledged. 

Eye  of  Heaven,  the  sun. 

Fade,  vanish. 

Enin,  or  Eaine,  glad,  desirous,  or 

Fained,  desired. 
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Failffurs,  vagabonds. 

t'atsed,  broke,  made  false,  feigned. 

/b/jeff,  deceivers. 

I'asic,  faced,  havine;  faces. 

I'aslnesse,  a  strong  hold. 

l-'aiall  end,  desliiiy. 

I'aiall  error,  wandering  as  the  fates 
directed. 

I'ny,  faitli,  triilh. 

t'at/kd,  or  i'ny/''. deceived, cheated. 

I'ai/ttes,  takes  delight. 

J'ayrely,  sollly. 

I'aytor,  or  Fayimir,  a  deceiver,  va- 
gabond, impostor. 

I'eare,  sometimes  for  the  thing  fear- 
ed, or  which  raises  fear;  some- 
times a  companion,  and  spelt 
fere,  or  pheare. 

leared,  atlrighted. 

t'eanfuH,  occasioning  fear. 

i'eaiure,  sometimes  for  fashion, 
make. 

I'eedes,  enjoys. 

I'clt,  gall,  anger,  melancholy. 

Fellif,  cruelly,  or  liercely. 

I'elnesse,  fierceness. 

Feminilee,  womanhood. 

Fere,  a  companion, sometimes  used 
for  husband. 

Ferme,  farm,  in  the  sense  of  lodg- 
ing-house. 

Feuired,  made  ready. 

FiaunI,  commission,  or  warrant. 

Field,  sometimes  used  for  battle. 

File,  delile,  or  sometimes  for  style. 

Filed,  defiled,  sometimes  smooth, 
polished. 

Fine,  taper,  thin. 

Fire-moui/ied,  a  mouth  emitting 
flames. 

Fil,  or  Fiif,  a  strain,  or  air. 

Flamed,  inflamed. 

Fleet,  sometimes  for  lloat. 

Flmirels,  young  blossoms. 

Folke-mote,  assembly  of  people. 

Fon,  fool. 

Fond,  foolish,  bat  sometimes  used 
for  found. 

Fime,  often  used  for  foes. 

Food,  sometimes  for  feud. 

For,  sometimes  for  because, instead 
of  notwithstanding. 

Forihy,  or  For-ihi/,  therefore. 

Forheare,  ill  bear. 

Forehv,  by,  or  near  to. 

For-lient,  taken  before  being  able 
to  escape. 

Forelent,  given  before  hand. 

Forclau^/il,  before  taught. 

Foreuene,  gone  before. 

Forhaile,  ffistress. 

Forlent,  left  forlorn. 

i'Wome,  left  forsaken. 


Formally,  sometimes  according   Id 

form  or  metho<l. 
Formirlii ,  hrst,  or  before  hand. 
F.'riiierly.  sometimes  tirst  of  all. 
Fi'rnit/,  lor.iging.or  pillaging. 
ForJaiiul,  delayed. 
Fonioalh,  sunburnt. 
Furswoiick ,  over  laboured. 
Furlh  do  well,  pour  forth. 
Forth  to  hold,  to  march  forlli. 
Forthink,  think  before-hand  of. 
Forward,  bold. 
Fonvearied,  over  fatigued. 
Foster,  a  forrcster. 
Fouldritig,  thundering. 
Foundriii;,  tripping  and  falling. 
Foy,  the  iiil)uli-  due  iVoni  subjects. 
Foyle,  tr.iniplt  ujidii,  or  overthrow, 

sometimes  dclilc. 
Frame,  to  order  right. 
Francker  franion,   a  merrier  com- 
panion. 
FranckliH,a  person  of  note,  classed 

with  the  ranks  of  miles  and  ar- 

mager. 
FraiiioH,  a  companion. 
Free,  genteel,  of  easy  carriage. 
Frend,  befriend. 
Frenrie,  a  stranger,  or  foreigner. 
/•r< .//,  to  refresh. 
I'ntiii/i,  befriends. 
i'rorne,  frozen. 
Fronnce,  to  plait,  or  fold. 
Frou'ard,  forward,  iu  opposition  to 

towards. 
Fro-xie,  or  Frouy,  musty  or  mossy, 

frouzy. 
I  ul«erit,kinz  of  the  Picts. 
Fulmiiied,  shot,  like  lightning. 
I'urnimeut,  furnishing,  luiniture. 
Fiil<le,  feeled,  felt. 
Filled,  kept  and  filed  up. 
li/ne,  thin,  taper. 
Fyrie fooled,  fiery-footed. 

Cialage,  a  wooden  shoe. 

(;a„g,  go. 

(Jarre,  to  cause,  occasion,  oblige. 

Gatet,  goats. 

Oai/,  glaring. 

Gay  he  uem  ,  of  a  gay  appearance. 

Geare,  old  spelling  lor  jeer. 

Gcason,  rare,  uncommon. 

Gelt,  for  gelding. 

Gent,  courteous  or  free,  noble. 

Giiitle  ilituo,  genteel  accomplish- 

menls. 
Oeorzos,  a  husbandman. 
German,  brother. 

dtme,  or  Gim,  for  grin  ;  to  yawn. 
Gest,  action,  or  adventure. 
Ghesse,  to  think. 
Giambcux,  boots. 
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Gi/>e,  to  jest. 

Gin,  engiDe,  or  plot. 

Girlond-i,  guardians. 

Ci'ioTr,  justs,  or  tonrnaments. 

Glade,  gladden,  or  make  glad. 

G/«iw.$, swords,  or  soinetiiMtsduus. 

G/;A,  the  miistacbio,  or  hair  upon 

the  upper  lip. 
Glitterand,  glittering. 
Glode,  for  glowed,  ur  glided. 
G/osing,  deceiving  by  a  talse  glass, 

flattering,  lying. 
Gnarre,  snarl. 
Good  houre,  good  fortaiiP. 
Goodman,  master  of  the  house. 
Gorge,  the  throat. 
Gossibs,  friends. 
Gmond,  wearing  a  gown. 
Grace,  favour. 

Oraile,  particles  of  gravel. 

GrameToi,  g'eat  thanks. 

Orange,  "sometimes  for  a  dwelling. 

Grantorti,  great  injury  and  wrong, 
a  tyrant's  name. 

Graste,  graced,  favoured. 

Graiiou.f,  handsome. 

Grayle,  gravel. 

Great  hunt,  executing  of  laws  and 
justice. 

Great  name,  great  celebrity. 

Greave,  a  groove,  or  grove. 

Grce,  degree,  sometimes  liking  or 
satisfaction,  favour. 

Greet,  mourning,  or  sorrow. 

Greete,  weep. 

Gride,  pierced. 

Griesie,  greasy. 

Grin,  eomeliuies  for  grind. 

Griple,  griping,  tenacious. 

Gro^wi,  grunted. 

Grvde,  pierced. 

Gryesy,  dirly,  moist,  or  foggy. 

Grylle,  Gryllus,  one  of  the  com- 
panions of  Ulysses,  transformed 
mto  a  hog  by  Circe. 

Grysie,  tillhy,  or  squalid. 

Guant,  the  river  Gvant,  or  Cam. 

Guaris/t,  to  he^l. 

Guerdon,  reward. 

Gyeld,  hall,  a  guild-ball. 
Gyre,  circle. 


Haherieons,  sleeves,  and  gorget  ol 

mail. 
liable  might,  proper  strength. 
Hacqueton,  the  stuffed  jacket  worn 

under  armour. 
Hazard  hnukr,  a  wild  hawk. 
Hale,  whole,  sometimes  welfare. 
Jlalfendeate,  half. 

Ha'tl,  sometimes  used  for  chamber. 
llallidome,  holy  judgment. 
Han,  have. 


llandef,  sometimes  for  persons. 
Harbrough,  or  Herbrongh,  an  inn, a 

lodging. 
Hard  essay,  d^mgerou?  enterprise. 
Hariiesse,  suit  of  armour. 
tiarroad,  ccmqucred. 
Har'y.   zealous,  empassioned,  en- 
couraging. 
Haubergh,  a  coat  of  mail  without 
sleeves,   mule   of  plate,   or    of 
chain  inel.d. 
llaught,  iiigli. 
Haul^t,  embraced. 
Hazardy,  rashness,   or   playing   at 

iMZ.iril. 
Heard,  a  keeper  of  cattle,  a  herds- 
man. 
Heardgrooms,  keepers  of  cattle. 
Hehen  wood,  ebony. 
Hvll  them  quite,  perhaps  cover,  or 

devour  them  quite. 
Uent,   seized,   snatched,   or    took, 

caught. 
Here  by  there,  here  and  tliere. 
Herte,  worship,  honour. 
Herrted,  honoured. 
HersaU,  rehearsal,  relation. 
Htir.se,  rehearsal. 
Hest,  behest,  command. 
Htw,  for  hewing. 
Hetid-guyes,  a  country  dance,  or 

round. 
Hidder  and  shidder,  male    and  fe- 
male, he  and  she. 
//;.'.6/, entrusted, coiTimitted,  called. 

Had,  held. 

Hippodames,  sea-liorses. 
Hoare,  hu.iry. 
H,ile,  sound,  entire. 
H.dif  grayle,  the  real  blood  of  our 
Saviour,  pretendedly  brought  by 
Joseph  of  Arimathea. 
HKid,  a  term  denoting  a  state,  as 

manhood,  &<-. 
Houke  and  cruoke.    See  By  hooke. 
Homed,  hovered. 
Hiire,  sordid. 
H'spiiage,  hospitality. 
Iluspttaie,  inn. 
Hostlesse,  inhospitable. 
Hjiiry,  lodging. 
li"t,  named,  called. 
llvmd,  hovered. 

Homlinifire,  fire  used  m  the  sacra- 
ment ol  marriage. 
Hi'wres,   stated  prayers  at  certain 

hours  of  devotion. 
Hugger  mugger ,  secretly. 
Uumhlesse,  humility. 
Hurtle,  or  Hurdkn,  to  rush  forth, 

push  forward.  ,  ..      u 

Husbands  toyle,  labour  of  the  hns- 
bandman. 
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I/ilJini;,  base,  contemptible. 
Uyndu,  a  kind  of  servant,  a  liind. 

Jane,  a  coin,  money. 

Jiisfi,  jasper,  stone. 

Jnvels,  wandering  or  dirty  fellows. 

hlole,  image. 

Jesses,  the  leathers  that  fasten  on 
the  hawk's  bells. 

Ill  affeaed,  affected  with  bad  im- 
pressions. 

///  apaiid,  dinsalisficd. 

liiiesicd,  in  bad  plight. 

Image  of  tliii  (/«i/,eniblLin  of  thy  life. 

Imi>e,  a  chilil. 

Impeach,  sometimes  to  hinder. 

Inijies,  children. 

Jmplie,  wrap  up. 

Implore,  sometimes  used  as  a  sub- 
stantive. 

Imply,  wrap  op. 

Implties,  envelops,  hiiles. 

Imporlaik,  not  to  be  borne. 

Imporiuue,  sometimes  for  cruel, 
salvage. 

Impugne,  oppose  or  resist. 

In,  inn. 

In,  often  used  for  on. 

Ill  derring  doe,  in  manhood  and 
chivalry. 

7«  _field,  m  open  battle. 

Iiicompared,  incomparable. 

Infuse,  infusion. 

I)i  gentle  i/ieuies,  in  genteel  accom- 
plishments. 

In  place,  useil  for  here,  and  some- 
times for  there  ;  in  existence. 

In  rinind  lists,  lists  encompassed  all 
round. 

Inclination,  bending  downwards. 

Incline,  bend  down. 

Inclining,  bowing;. 

in(-tfWi;ieK<,inconlinenlly, instantly. 

/Hrffa;,topHt  on,  to  be  clothed  with. 

Indeu!d,i\vMov/ei.l  and  digested,  re- 
lished. 

Indifferent,  impartial. 

Indigne,  unworthy. 

Indigtiifyde,  treated  disdaiofully. 

7H/'awv,  slander. 

It'ifaiii,  the  prince. 

IiiJ'erd,  brought  upon. 

Informed,  half-formed,  imperfect. 

Ingate,  entrance. 

Inlwlders,  inhabitants. 

/«/y,  inwardly,  entirely. 

Inne,  habitation,  seat,  or  recess. 

Inquest,  quest,  or  adventure. 

Inspi/re,  breathe,  or  blow. 

Instantly,  earntsily. 

Intended,  stretched  out. 

Intcndiment,  intendment,  under- 
standing, attention,  or  thought. 


Intcresse,  interest,  or  right  and  tillc 
to. 

Intimate,  to  partake  of  mutually. 

yn^Kjt,  contusion. 

Invade,  go  into. 

Invtut,  find. 

Invented,  met  with,  found. 

Invest ,  to  put  on  as  part  of  a  dress. 

Joll!i,  handsome. 

Jotlylaad,  a  stale  of  jollity. 

Jovial,  clieerlul,  joyous. 

Jiiui>sannie,  joy. 

Journall,  dady. 

Joui/saunce,  mirth. 

Irrenowmed,  the  negation  of  re- 
nown, disgrace. 

K'cpe,  a  charge,  or  Hock. 

Keiglii,  caught. 

Ken,  know. 

Kene,  sharp. 

Kerne,  a  churl,  or  farmer. 

Kest,  east. 

Kid.si,  knnwest. 

Kind,  nature,  or  se.x. 

hir/ce,  church. 

Kirt  e,  a  petticoat,  or  a  mantle,  or 

surtout. 
/i"»(i/^,  dagger,  or  poniard, or  sword. 
Kn'ightle-^s,  unknighlly. 
Kjidsi,  knowest. 
Kynd,  or  Kynde,  nature. 

Aarf,  led. 

Lady    ge.it,    an    accomplished    or 

handsome  lady. 
Lady  thrall,  captive  lady. 
Lair,,  or  Lare,   a  sheltered  place 

where  cattle  rest  or  feed. 
Lamping,  shining. 
Lare,  see  Laire. 

La«,  Sometimes  for  greatestjOr  best. 
Latched,  caught. 
Late  ygoe,  lately. 
Launce,  ballance. 
Lav,  a  lay  or  lea  of  land. 
Lay-stall,  a  place  to  lay  dung  or 

rubbish  in. 
Layes,  laws. 
Ltach,  physician. 
Leachcrafte,  the  art  of  healing,  or 

of  physic. 
Leake,  leaky, 
/xare,  art,  or  learning. 
Leares,  lessons. 
Leasing,  lying. 
Leav'd,  levied,  raised. 
Ledden,  language,  or  dialect. 
Lee,  the  stream. 
Leefe,  grateiul,  or  <lear. 
Legierdemayne,  slight  of  hand. 
Leke,  leaky. 

Ltman,  a  sweetheart,  a  concubine. 
Y  2 
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Lere,  a  lesson. 

X«.iv,  listen. 

Let,  hindrance,  to  hinder. 

Let  he,  or  Lctthe,  away  with,  let  go, 
let  alone. 

Leii,  to  hinder. 

Levin,  lisshtnin;;. 

Leiod,  often  used  for  ignorant. 

Lewd  word,  impudent  lansjnage. 

Lewdly,  foolislily,  iinpiidcnlly. 

Liagore,  one  of  the  daughters  of 
^erells. 

Libbard,  leopard. 

Liefe,  willing. 

Lig,  or  Ligge,  or  Liggm,  to  be. 

Light,  sometimes  for  lightly,  nim- 
bly. 

Like  to  quell,  like  to  die,  or  to  he 
starved. 

LilUd,  lolled. 

Lime-hound,  a  limer,  or  large  dog, 
nsed  in  hunting  the  wild  boar. 

Un,  cea?e,  or  give  over. 

Livedea,  did  live. 

Livery  and  seiiin,  delivery  and  pos- 
session, a  law  term. 

Lofty  siege,  lolty  seat. 

Loos,  praise. 

iMose,  solve,  or  explain. 

Loosely,  careles.^ly. 

Lordship,  sovereignty. 

Lore,  left,  or  lost. 

Luring,  instruction. 

Lome,  left. 

XorreA'.a  loose  contemptible  fellow. 

Losell,3  loose  good-for-nothing  fel- 
low. 

Lo'ste,  loosed,  dissolved. 

Lot/i,  nnwilling. 

Lover,  an  opening  in  a  cott.ige  to 
let  out  the  smoke,  and  to  let  in 
the  light. 

I/)ves,  sometimes  for  lovers. 

Lout,  bowed  down,  did  homage. 

Lower,  sometimes  for  low. 

Lo-Med,  did  honour  and  reverence. 

Lowting  low,  bowing  low. 

Lug,  a  pearch  or  rod  for  land- 
measuring,  containing  sixteen 
feet  and  a  half. 

Lmkissnesse,'  sluggishness,  inacti 
vity. 

iMst,  sometimes  for  will,  choice. 

Luitihead,}a\\\\.)j. 

Lustlesse,  languid,  or  lifeless. 

Luitu,  lovely,  handsome. 

Lyhickc ocean,  the  quicksands  called 
the  Syrtes. 

Lymitcr,  a  friar  licensed  to  beg 
within  a  certain  district. 

Lytlie,  soft  and  gentle. 

Macerate,  tear,  distract. 


Mage,  magician. 

M abound,  or  Maliomie,  l^Tahomet. 

AJake,  sometimes  to  versify,  to  de- 
vice. 

Make,  a  companion. 

Making,  poetical  composition. 

Mate,  sometimes  for  mail. 

Mal'Jices,i\\\  deeds. 

Malengin,  ill  intent. 

Mulengine,  guile. 

Miiljunt,-A  source  of  evil  words. 

Malued,  bore  ill-will. 

Ma  igne,  giudge  or  oppose. 

yi/«v.i7,  regarded  with  ill-will. 

Mall,  a  mallet,  a  blow,  lo  maid. 

Many,  mUkw  used  fur  company. 

Maid,  threw  down. 

Marge,  brink. 

Marke-white,  white  mark. 

Mart,  Mars,  the  god  of  war. 

Marielted,  hammered. 

Mariyrest,  dost  torment. 

Machlesse,  not  paired,  or  alike. 

Mate,  sad ;  did  mate,  did  distress, 
or  render  sorrowful. 

Mathtrarel,  one  of  the  three  pro- 
vinces, into  wliicli  Wales  was 
divided  by  Hoderic- the  Great. 

Mavis,  the  cock-thrush,  or  song- 
thrush, 

Maugre,  or  Mavtgre,  in  spite  of, 
bui  sometimes  used  as  an  impre- 
cation. 

Mautgre,  whether  he  would  or  not. 

May,  maid,  often  used  for  can. 

Meanc,  mien. 

Meard,  divided. 

Mtare,  limit,  or  boundary. 

AJeoitired,  travelled. 

Midlcd,  mingled. 

Midling,  mixing. 

Meere,  iihso\utc,  entire. 

Meint,  mingled. 

Me/ling,  medling. 

Memories,  sometimes  for  obsequies 
for  the  dead. 

Ment,  mingled. 

Merofide,  pitied. 

Meriment,  mirth. 

Meriiam,  inhabitants  of  Mercia, 
one  of  the  kingdoms  of  the  Saxon 
heptarchy. 

Mery,  pleasant,  delightful. 

Me.^prise,  contempt,  or  neglect. 

Mew,  place  of  confinement. 

Mcrees,  prisons. 

Meynt,  mingled. 

Mickie,  much. 

Mieve,  move. 

Might,  frequently  used  for  should. 

Mincing  mineon,  affecled  wanton. 

Minime,  a  little  song;  minim,  a 
term  in  music. 
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Miniments,  toys,  trifles. 

Mintslit,  diiniiiislicd. 

Miiiilra/et,  ininslrcls. 

Mirie,  obscure. 

Alirisome,  (lark. 

Alts,  err. 

Mitcreance,  or  Mi\crcaunce,  dis- 
praise, or  misbelief. 

Misdeeme,  yaA^e  wrongly  of. 

Miser,  A  iiiiscr.ible  man. 

Missaiid,  spoken  ollierwise,  or  the 
contrary. 

Mister,  manner,  kind. 

Miiireth  not,  signifies  not. 

MiswenI, gone  astray,  wandered. 

Mocks  and  moutes,  insults  by  dis- 
tortions of  tlie  face,  making 
moutlis. 

Moist  daughters,  the  Ilyades,  a 
constellation  of  seven  stars  in  the 
head  of  the  bull. 

Mold,  mole. 

Marne,  a  dull  stupid  hinrkhead. 

Mimimeni,  image,  superscription, 
ornament. 

Mare,  often  used  for  greatly,  greater. 

Mores,  roots. 

Morion,  head-piece. 

Mortal/  crime,  mortality. 

Most,  often  used  for  greatest. 

Most  regiment,  chief  government. 

Mott,  measured. 

Mountetiaiicc,  amount  of. 

Mo-^es,  mouths.    See  Modes. 

Moytt,  defile. 

Muc/iel/,  nuich. 

Munijicence,  defence  or  fortifica- 
tion. 

Mured,  enclosed. 

Ma  toward  good,  my  approaching 
happiness. 

Mysterie,  profession,  trade,  or  call- 
ing. 

'Namely,  particularly. 

Narre,  nearer. 

Nas,  nehas,  or  has  not. 

Nathemore.  not  the  more. 

Native,  natural. 

Ne  brest,  the  meaner  sort  of  men. 

Ne  desperate,  neither  despaired  he. 

Neigltbour  town,  next  town. 

Nepheaes,  used  for  grandchildren. 

Nest,'in  familiar  language  for  house. 

Net,  neat,  clean. 

Neit,  pure,  clean. 

New,  sometimes  for  newly,  lately. 

Ne:i!  in  pound,  anew  in  the  balance. 

New-tome,  regenerated. 

Newell,  a  new  thing. 

Nigardise,  niggardlinesse. 

.,ViV/,  will  not. 

Nis,  is  not. 


Sobilesse,  nobility,  or  nobleness. 

Nonce,  occasion. 

Noriherne  H'agimer,  Bootes,  one  of 

the  constellations. 
Notel/iri/s,  nostrils. 
N't,  knew  not. 
Xmig/it  secmet/i,  is  unseemly. 
Nonid,  would  not. 
S'i'Ule,  noddle. 
Miiursli:  up,  educate. 
Niiu.ikd,  nursed. 
Noy/d,  annoyed,  injured. 
Nye,  advance. 

Obliqtiid,  oblique. 

On,  sometimes  lor  one. 

On  high,  highly,  in  high  terms. 

On  liight,  aloud. 

Onely,  sometimes  for  greatest. 

Ordde,  ordeal. 

Oricalche,  a  sonorous  metal,  a 
species  of  brass. 

Oiercraw,  crow  over,  or  insult. 

Overdigbt,  covered  over. 

Overgrast,  overgrown  with  grass. 

Overhaite,  draw  over. 

Overture,  an  open  place. 

Overwent,  overgone. 

Ought,  sometimes  for  owed ;  no- 
thing, or  not  at  all ;  owned,  or 
had  a  right  to. 

Owches,  jewels. 

Pace,  land,  country. 

Paine,  labour,  difliculty. 

Pa'rners  weed,  the  dress  of  palmers, 
or  pilgriui.<. 

Panachia,  a  sovereign  remedy. 

Pannikeil,  the  brain-pan,  the  scull, 
crown  of  the  head. 

Parhreake,  vomit. 

Pardale,  the  panther. 

Paravaunt,  perad  venture. 

Paravant,  publicly. 

Parget,  v.irnish,  or  plaster. 

Part,  sometimes  lor  party. 

Partake,  to  share,  to  make  par- 
taker. 

Partes  entire,  partes  interiores,  the 
inner  parts. 

Pasting  prief,  passing  price,  sur- 
passing, extraordinary. 

Pasiiim,  often  used  for  any  com- 
motion 6f  the  mind. 

Pa.isionaie,  to  expiess  with  atfec- 
tion. 

Pafsioned,  disordered. 

Pate,  head. 

Payne,  labour. 

Pausd,  poised. 

Pe'aze,  violent  blow,  stamp,  or 
weight. 

I'eece,  castle,  fortified  place. 
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Peeres,  fellows  and  companions. 

Perdi/,  an  old  oath,  or  expletive. 

Peregall,  equal. 

Persaitt,  piercing. 

Perauc,  pursuit. 

Pert,  open. 

Phantaiiea,  the  imagination. 

Pis,ht,  placed,  or  tixe<l. 

Pill,  to  take  by  e.xtortion. 

Palaces,  palaces. 

Pled,  pleaded. 

Plight, plighted,  folded. 

Pointed,  appoinled. 

Poll,  synonymous  with  pill,  to  take 

by  extoriion. 
Polygonv,  a  medicinal  herb. 
Po7ike,  or  Pouke,  tlie  fairy  Robin 
Goodfellow,  known  by  the  name 
of  Puck. 
Port,  carriage,  aspect. 
Portaiice,  comportment. 
Potshares,  potshards. 
Pouke,  see  Iconic. 
Pouldred,  beaten  to  dust. 
Pome,  pease. 

Practicke  paine,  practice  and  en- 
deavour. 
Prank,  a  mode  of  dressing  the  ruflf. 
Pranke,  an  injury,  or  mischief. 
pray,   sometimes   for   a    beast   of 

p.ey. 
Prayde,  preyed  upon. 
Preaie,  press  or  crowd. 
Preening,  proving,  proof. 
Preif,  proof. 

Preiudize,   a  conjecture,  or  judg- 
ment. 
Prepense,  to  consider. 
Presage,  to  point  out  with  the  hand. 
President,  often  for  precedent. 
Pre*/,  ready  at  hand,  quick. 

Pretended,    held    foi  Ih     to    view, 
stretched  out. 

Preventing,  coming  before. 

Price,  sometimes  as  a  verb,  to  pay 
the  price. 

Pricking,  spurring. 

Prieve,  prove  ;  pricved,  proved 

Prime,    morning,    sometimes    the 
spring,  or  prime  of  the  Moon. 

Principle  unsound,  bad  beginning. 

Privie,  secret. 

Professc,  to  have  the  appearance  of. 

Proiect,  throw. 

Pretense,  stretching  out,  entent. 

Prowest,  bravest. 

Prune,  to  smooth  or  set  in  order. 

Pryse,  to  pay  the  price  of. 

Purpose,  sometimes  for  conversa- 
tion. 

Purchas,  sometimes  for  robbery. 

Purposes,  discourses. 

Pymiings,  works  of  pioneers. 


Quaile,  to  quell,  or  subdue. 

Quaint,  nice,  or  shy. 

Quaric,  ((uarrell. 

Quarriy,  game  or  prey,  a  term  in 

f.dconry. 
Quart,  (livisi(m,  the  fourth  part. 
Quayd,  quailed,  or  subdued. 
Qui  en,  sometimes  for  quean,  a  term 

of  reproach. 
Qutini,    quenched,    extinguished, 

sometimes  strange,  odd. 
Quei/it    elect,    quaintly    or    oddly 

chosen,  motley. 
Queine,  please. 
Quest,  a  romance,  an   expedition, 

or  adventure. 
Quick,  to  stir. 

Qvi<iht,  to  release,  or  disengage. 
Quip,  to  sneer  at,  or  insult. 
Quips,  sneers,  or  taunts. 
Q(/z>e,  conjpauy. 
Quite  clamc,  release  and  quit,  law 

phrase. 
Quited,  requited. 
Quooke,  quaked. 

Rablement,  a  crowd,  or  rabble. 
llal'te,  bereft,  deprived. 
Haile,  How. 
l\aine;\e\gn,  region. 
Rakiliill,  rascal. 
Uandiin,  random. 
Ixankc,  fiercely. 
liapt,  in  a  rapture. 
Rashly,  at   a  venture,  inconsider- 
ately. 
Raskall  many,  the  rascality. 
Raskall  routs,  the  lowest  mobs. 
Rate,  sometimes  for  manner. 
Rathe,  early. 
Rather  lamhs,  lambs  cwtd  in   the 

beginning  of  the  year. 
Rought,  reached. 
Rauran,  a  hill  in  Merionethshire. 
Riay,   defile,   array   or  ornament. 

Older. 
Rayle,  to  flow,  to  trickle  down. 

Rayne,  realm  or  region,  empire. 

Rayoivs,  beames,  or  rays. 

Recoyle,  retire,  come  back. 

liecreanl,  oue  who  yields,  a  coward 
or  traitor. 

Rnuile,  or  Recule,lo  retreat,  retire. 

liecure,  recover,  regain. 

Ri-cured,  recovered. 

Red,  esteemed,  considered  as. 

Redresse,  put  together. 

Riede,  piecept  or  advice. 

I'rgiwtnts,  governments. 

Ritatc,  to  bring  back. 

Relent,  slacken,  or  remit,  soften  ; 
sometimes  for  stopping,  or  to 
stay,  abate^ 


GLOSSARY. 


Uelide,  joined  liimielf. 

Heliv'd,  brought  to  life  ag»io,  re- 
animated. 

litlyv'd,  broiiglit  to  life  agdin. 

llemercied,  thanked. 

lieticcmutcr,  an  accidental  combat 
or  adventure. 

Henew,  to  tell  from  the  beginning. 

Uenfierst,  reinforced. 

JWiiforsi,  reinfureed. 

Jitinowmed,  renowned. 

lienverst,  reversed. 

Replevie,  re.«t<)re. 

Hcfiriefe,    repioof;    reprieved,    re- 
prove<l. 

Jteprize,  to  take  again. 

Jteseized,  had  pcisse^sion  again. 

Uesemblauiica,  conipirisons,  or  f.i- 
vonrs. 

Hesiatit,  rcfidenl. 

Hesolv'd,  dissolved,  or  laid  at  ease. 

liestksst  tometimes  for  unceasing, 
and  fur  rejisiless. 

Iie\t,>re,  somcliniesas  a  substantive 
for  restoration  or  leslitiitiou. 

Itelraiil,  picture,  jiorlrait. 

lititire,  retirement. 

Reverse,  to  cause  to  return. 

Heveri,  return. 

Ittvcst,  clothe  again. 

Jtcvoll,  to  mil  back. 

Jiea,  row. 

Rihaudrie,  ribaldry,  obscenity. 

lUd,Ttu\,  rad,  be  spoken  of,  or  de- 
"<lare<l. 

llislu,  as  an  .adverb,  directly. 

Ring,  encircle. 

Rivage,  the  .shore. 

Rive,  for  riven,  torn. 

Rants,  young  bullocks. 

Roode,  the  cross  or  crucifix. 

Rosierf,  rose-tree. 

Rote,  probably  the  psaltery,  a  mu- 
sical instrument. 

Rovde,  roved. 

Roved,  shot  with  the  rover,  a  spe- 
cies of  arrow. 

Rout,  a  conip^iny. 

Rownd,  a  kind  of  dance. 
Rovinded,  whispered. 

Royne,  growl. 

Rudd'ck,  robin  red  breast. 

Ruffed,  ruffled,  disordered. 
Rujfin,  reddish,  rnfliau-likc. 

Ruinate,  to  fall,  brought  to  luin, 
thrown  down. 

Hulesse,  lawless. 

Rilbautd,  scoundrel,  rufllan. 

Ryven,  lorn,  plucked. 

Sacred,  sometimes  for  enchanted. 
Sacred  asliei,  ashes  prostituted  to 
impious  rites,  cursed. 


■Sad,  grave  of  countenance  or  at- 
tire, heavy. 

Sai/o,  often  used  for  wiugl. 
Saine,  .say. 
Saleud,  saluted. 

■Saliaunce,  assault,  or  sally. 

Hailed,  leaped. 

Salvage^se  satis  Jinesie,  wildness 
witiiout  art. 

Xalvid,  sainted. 

■Stfrn,  together. 

Samiie,'ii  half  silk  stuff,  glossy  like 
satin. 

Sardinian  imy/c,  a  (lislorted  kinrl 
of  laugh,  s.'iid  to  be  piodnced  by 
ceitain  herbs  growing  in  Sar- 
dinia. 

Sa:j,  sentence,  decree. 

Say,  or  Scy,  »  thin  sort  of  stuff. 

■Say,  sometimes  for  assay,  proof. 

Stand,  climbed  np. 

i'carabee,  beetle. 

Siannogcs,  skirniislies. 

Seaih,  damage,  hurt. 

ScatitrHngs,  scattered  or  dispersed 
rovers. 

Scerne,  discern. 

Scvne,  exchange. 

Scriene,  screen. 

Scrike,  shriekk 

Scruze,  squeeze;  scnizd,  squeezed 
or  pressed  out. 

■Scryde,  descried. 

Scryne,  an  escritoir,  desk. 

Sdayned,  disdained. 

■Seabord,  sea  bordering. 

■See,  seat,  sometimes  used  for  sea. 

■Seem/esse,  unseemly. 

Seemly/ted,  seendy,  decent  appear- 
ance. 

Seized,  possessed. 

Sciz'd,  lixe<l ;  setting,  fixing. 

Sclcouili,  uncommon. 

Selinis, or  Selinus,^  town  inCilicia. 

Sell,  saddle. 

Sene^ckall,  household  steward,  the 
master  of  the  ceremonies. 

Senseful,  sensible. 

Sent,  sometimes  for  scent,  sensa- 
tion, perception. 

Sere,  withered. 

■S  rve  to,  serve. 

Severall,  sever  dly,  asunder. 

Se-i',  p'lrsue,  follow. 

Seicde,  pursued. 

S'lame,  sometimes  for  be  ashamed. 

■Sliamefasiness,  shamefacedness. 

Sliapt,  shaped. 

S/ieene,  shining,  fair. 

S/iend,  put  to  shame. 

■Sliene,  fair  and  shining. 

S/ient,  reproached,  blamed. 

S/iere,  tratispareut,  clear. 


GLOSSARY. 


S/iefs,  cuts,  flivides. 

^hole,  shallow. 

^/lope,  shaped,  framed. 

S/in/ts,  confessions. 

Shriglu,  shrightes,  shriek,  shrieks. 

Shrill,  to  sound  shrilly. 

Shvne,  lii;ht. 

Shyned,  shone. 

nib,  or  iiihhe,  related  to,  akin. 

Sicker,  sure,  secure. 

Sides,  loins. 

'^iege,  seat. 

Sig/i't,  sighed. 

Sig/it,  sometimes  for  opinion. 

Signe,  the  word,  used  in  military 
affairs. 

Sike  mister  men,  such  kind  of  men. 

Sicker,  sure,  secure. 

Silent  waves,  still,  quiet  waves. 

Still/,  for  seely,  harmless,  innocent. 

Silver  sleepe,'(\n\e\.  sleep. 

Sin,  often  for  since. 

Singulfcs,  convulsive  sobs  or  sighs. 

Sith,  time,  times. 

Sits,  is  becoming. 

Sleeping  fame,  fame  of  a  pel  Son 
now  dead.  , 

Slight,  art. 

Sly,  finely  wrought. 

Snar,  snarl. 

Snarled,  entangled. 

Snebba,  chide  or  revile. 

So  goodly  scope,  so  fair  a  prospect. 

Sodaine,  sudden. 

Sold  to  entertaiiie,  to  receive  her  pay . 

Somedele,  somewhat,  in  some  de- 
gree. 

Soote,  sweet. 

Suvthlich,  soothly,  truly. 

Sor'd,  hurt,  made  sore. 

Sort,  company. 

Sovenance ,  or  Sovenaunce,  remem- 
brance. 

Sauce,  at,  like  a  hawk  at  his  prey. 

.SoKr^e,  source,  original. 

Sov)nd,\a  sound,  or  try. 

Soyle,  the  soil,  sometimes  the  prey. 

Space,   to    walk    about,    or   roam 
about. 

Spa/les,  shoulders. 

Sparre  the  yate,  shut  the  door. 

Speckled,  spotted,  infamous,  scan- 
dalous. 

Spell,  a  verse,  or  charm. 

Sperre,  to  fasten. 

Spersed,  dispersed,  scattered. 

Sperst,  dispersed. 

Spilt,  inlaid. 

Spreiit,  sprinkled,  or  spread  over. 

Spring,  or  Spriiigal,-A  young  person. 
Springals,  young  men. 

Spyals,  spies. 
Spyre,  shoot  forth. 


Sguib,  any  petty  fellow. 

Sijuiiit  eye,  partial  Judgment. 

Squire,  for  square,  rule. 

Siadle,  support. 

Stal'd,  stolen. 

Stales,  devices,  tricks. 

Sinnck,  weary  or  faint. 

Slate,  stoutly. 

Slates,  state-canopies  or  pavilions. 

Stay,  slop  or  catch. 

Sted,  station  or  place. 

Sterne,  exhale  or  evaporate. 

Stemme,  stem  or  stay. 

Stent,  stint,  restrain. 

Sterne,  tail. 

Sterve,  starve. 

Steven,  noise. 

Stie,  ascend. 

Stild,  dropped. 

Sirayt,  street. 

Stinted,  left  oft". 

Stire,  stir,  move,  incite. 

Stole,   a   long    robe,   or   garment, 
reaching  to  the  ankles. 

S'-ounds,  times  or  occasions,  fits. 

Stonre,  a  tit. 

Stowre,  danger,  or  misfortune. 

Straine,  race,  lineage. 

Streame,  send  forth. 

Streiglit  behight,  strictly  command- 
ed. 

Strene,  descent,  race. 

Stresse,  distress. 

Stricken,  wounded. 

Strong,  sometimes  for  strung. 

Stryfull,  strife-full,  contentious. 

Siii'dde,  slock  or  trunk. 

Sly,  or  Stye,  to  soar  or  ascend. 

Subject  pl'aitie,  plain  beneath. 

Sublime,  used  sometimes  for  haugh- 
ty- 

Succeed,  approach. 

Suddein,  quick,  reafly. 

Svff'raunce,   forbearance,   want  of 
being  taken  care  of. 

Suppress,  kept  under. 

Surbet,  wearied,  or  bruised. 

Surprize,  to  seize. 

Surquedrie,    or     Surqucdry,    pride, 
presumption. 

Swarved,  moved  out  of  place. 
Sweat  and  suiuke,  laboured  hard. 

Sweet  tcene,  pleasing  uneasiness. 
•SViJeft,  swooned. 

Swinck,  labou"-. 
Swinged,  for  singed. 
Sybbe,  related,  akin. 
Syte,  situation. 

Table,  a  picture  or  board  on  which 

pictures  were  painted. 
Takest  keepe,  takest  care. 
Tapet,  worked  or  figured  stuff. 


GLOSSARY. 


Tassel  gent,  a  gentle  tiercel,   the 

male  ut  the  guas-hawk. 
Teaiie,  torch. 

7(f«nt^rf,  joined  together  in  a  te;im. 
Teeiie,    sorrow,    vex.ilion,     grief; 

soiuetiiiies  to  atlurd,  or  »tir  up. 
Te/d,  for  tolil. 
Wempertt/i,  governs, 
Tempest  dnd,  ilrcadfiil  lenipe«t. 
Ternilesif,  uiiliiiiiled. 
7Wr(>r,sometiiiies  for  religious  awe, 
714o«,  soiiietiiiies  for  tlieu. 
The  groisc,  the  whole. 
'J'/iee,  thrive,  prosper. 
Tliewed  ill,  ill-bred,  ill-mannprcd. 
Thfwes,  manners,  accomplishments 
Thick,  or  'J'hiikf,  thicker. 
I'ho,  used  lor  then. 
Thra/l,  thrill,  pierce. 
Thrtasure,  treasure. 
Three  square,  tiiangular. 
Thrillaiit,  piercing. 
Thrilled,  pierced. 
Thrilliiis,  piercing. 
Thrilling  throb,  a  piercing  sigh. 
Thrist,  thirst. 

Tliro,  sometimes  for  throw,  agony. 
Throw,  a  short  sp-icc,  a  little  while 
Thniit,  thirst ;  thnistiiiess,  the  same 
Tliryse,  a  third  part. 
Thunder- light,  lightning. 
Tickle,  uncertain. 
Tide,  tied. 
Tight,  tied. 
Timetti,  according  to  proper  time 

and  measure. 
Tinct,  flyed  or  stained. 
Tind,  kindled,  excited. 
Tine,  inflame,  rage. 
Tti-dashed,  much  bruised. 
To-fere,  together. 
Tomirke,  very  obscure,  or  dark. 
To-rent,  entirely  rent. 
Todde,  bush. 
To-fore,  before. 
Tong,  tongue. 
Tooling,  looking  about. 
Tort,  or  Trie,  injury,  wrong. 
Tortious,  injurious. 
Tottie,  or  Toiiv,  wavering. 
Trade,  tread,  footsicps. 
VVaiwc,  tail ;  sometimes  deceit. 
Tramels,   woven    or   plaited   ilivi- 

sions. 
TransrncTVd,  changed,  transformed. 
Trust,  traced. 

Travel'd,  laboured,  endeavoured. 
Treacheloun,  traitors. 
Treachours,  traitors. 
Treagve,  a  truce    or   cessation   of 

aruia. 
Trenchatid,  cutting. 


TrentaU,  a  popish  service  of  thirty 

ina'ses. 
Tressed,  withered  and  curled. 
I'road,  treading,  foolsleps,  path. 
Tr'ide,  tread,  or  (lalh. 
7>uw,  believe,  think. 
Tritucked,  maimed, deprived  of  the 

hea<t. 
True,  tried,  refined. 
Tuighi,  twit,  upbraid. 
Ti/dts,  sc:isoMS. 
Tande,  kindled  or  Ii5;hted. 
Ti/utd,  lost,  died. 
I't/ranne,  tyrant. 
Turanning,  acting   the    pirt    of  a 

tyrant. 

fade,  vanish. 

failed,  pulled  oft",  laid  down. 

Vaine,  idle. 

t'alew.  value,  sometimes  valour. 

I'a.'iaunce,  valour. 

I'lirlet,  p.ige  or  squire. 

/«!(«<•)«?,  ad vaniing. 

/  ai/nc,  useless. 

fVtc.  veil. 

fellenage.  servitude. 

fellet.  velvet. 

Venery,  hunting. 

yeniedup,%Aw  vent  to,  or  lifted  up. 

Venteih,  snufTeth  in  the  wind. 

fertile,  efficacy. 

I'ertuoiis pru}!,  virtuous  recompense. 

I'etchie,  (if  pease  straw. 

VtUe,  vile. 

I'inepropp'.lme,  the  elm  that  props 
up  (he  vine. 

Virelaifes,  a  light  kind  of  song. 

Virginall,  belonging  to,  or  becom- 
ing a  virgin. 

I  'isuomie,  countenance. 

Umbriere,  the  visor  of  a  helmet, 

Vnacqiiainicd,  unusual. 

Unhid,  without  saying  his  prayers. 

Uncouth,  unknown,  unusual. 

Undersong,  to  take  in,  entrap. 

I  ndertake,  to  bear,  or  understand. 

Undertime,  underntyde,  the  after- 
noon, loward  llie  evening. 

Viieaih,  sc.ucely;  sometimes  for 
imderneath. 

Uneven  paure.  unsuitably  matched. 

Unhappie  ' paine,  unsuccessful  en- 
deavours. 

Uiihappu  hir.ccr,  mislortune. 

Unhiale,  uncover,  expose  to  view, 

Unhele,  uncover. 

Inherit,  taken  from  the  berse. 

Unkempt,  unpolished. 

I'nkinde.  unnatural. 

Unlast,  unlaced. 


GLOSSARY. 


Uimethes  scarcely. 
Unpruved,  untried. 
Unpr.vided  scaiA,  cinl'orcseen  inis- 

cliitf. 
Unreproved  truth,  sincerity. 
Unshed,  for  shed  or  scattered. 
Unthrifty  scai/i,  iniliscrcet  mischief. 
Until,  iiuto. 
Unvalewd,  invahi.ible. 
Unwary,  iniexp' (led. 
Unuist,  unknort  n. 
Upbrayes.  npbraidiiigs. 
Uphil'd,  upheld. 
Upstaring,  high  advanced. 
Upstart,  upstarted. 
Urchins,  hedge  hogs. 
Usage  quaint,  odd  behaviour. 


Wacht,  watched. 

Wae,  woe. 

Wa^e,  to  cany  on,  to  pledge. 

Wa^moires,  qniumires. 

Ward,  the  gu;irds  or  garrison,  the 

porter. 
Ware,  cautious. 
Warelesse,  not  aware. 
War-kable,  fit  for  war. 
Warie,  sometimes  for  weary. 
Warke,  work. 

Warrayd,  made  war  upon. 
Warre,  wor.ie. 
Warre  old,  worse  being  old. 
Watchet,  blue  colour. 
Wawes,  waves. 
Way,  esteem. 
Way'd,  journied. 
fFa^mgH^  bewail,  lament. 
Weanell waste,  a  weaned  youngling, 
Weaved,  waved,  floated. 
Weed,  raiment. 
Weet,  wet. 

Weetelesse,  not  understood. 
Wefte,  waved,  avoided,  removed; 

a  stray  or  wanderer. 
Weld,  wield. 

Welc,  or  Tl'w,  prosperily,  or   mu- 
forliine. 

Welked,  shortened,  or  impaired. 
'     Welkin,  the  sky. 

Well,  welfare,  to  flow. 

Well  apayd,  well  satisfied. 

Well  aviziiig,    looking  upon    with 
atlention. 

Well  thewf.d,  full  of  moral  wisdom. 

Welter,  wallow. 

Wend,  weened,  thought. 

Went,  way  or  path,  turnings  and 
windings. 

West,  set  in  the  west. 


What,  fare,  things,  affairs. 
IVlie'lky.   wreathed,   or   twisted   as 

the  whelk,  or  rounded, embossed. 
li'heiher,  sometimes  for  whither. 
IVhilome,  once,  sometime. 
iVhist,  hushed,  silenced. 
IVhott,  hot. 
iVislit,   quick  or  .tctive  ;   wightly, 

quickly,  suddenly. 
H'lt'd  a  capias.  Ordered  a  writ. 
IVimhle,  nimble. 
IViiiiple,  a  sort  of  hood. 
IVimpled,  plaited,  covered. 
Wm.  overtake. 
JVisards,  wise  men. 
U'isely,  considerately. 
H'ltc,  or  Witen,  blame. 
IViie  the  -uilelesse,  blame  the  blame- 
less. 
Il'ith  small  force,  finally. 
Without  entraile,  twisted. 

IVo  worth,  cursed. 

IVoe,  sad. 

IVon,  for  wont,  used. 

Wiinne,  conquered  ;  a  habitation,  or 
to  inhabit. 

Wonned,  haunted. 

IVont,  used. 

Wood,  mad. 

IVoon,  dwell. 

IVord,  motto. 

TVowid,  wooed. 

Jl'racke,  ruin,  or  violence. 

JVrapt,  entangled,  encumbered. 

IVreaked,  cared,  or  reckoned. 

IVroken,  revenged. 

]Viide,  void. 

Wyte.    or    Wyten,   reproved,    or 
blamed. 


Yate,  gate. 

idly,  idly. 

Yeade,  go. 

Yiarne,  earn,  gain,  procure. 

Yede,  go. 

Yf'tre,  in  company  together. 

Y/rks,  jerks,  or  lashes. 

)'/ke,  the  same. 

Ym/jt,  a  term  in  falconry,  to  join 
to,  or  add. 

Yode,  wenf. 

)'('/(/,  yielded,  gave  way. 

i'ond.  furious,  extravagant. 

Yoiigih,  or  Youngth,  youth. 

Ypii^ht,  placed. 

)rki:s,  vexes,  grieves. 

Ysa?ne,  together,  gathered. 

Y:.ds,  certainly,  or  truly. 


€.  Klljitttngtiam,  CoUege  l^otise,  €t)i<3ltiic'k. 
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